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Booklet 1 


That day was a special one for me, but to the rest of the world, this was not 
the case. 


OK KK 


Ann Magnolia and Her Nineteenth Birthday 
OK KK 


There was a number of things I had to do on the special day called today. 


I would wake up in the morning and check the weather. As if a tale were 
beginning, I would turn the curtains over and look outside the window. 


The radiant daylight shone on my eyes. Today was sunny. Knowing that 
made me happy. That I had woken up enveloped in sunshine. That I didn’t 
have to worry about my letter getting drenched in rain. It was almost as if 
the truth of these facts was blessing the day. 


—TI’m happy. 
Very happy. 


I didn’t usually say this, but I felt like saying it today, so I whispered as I 
laid back down, “Good morning.” 


Husky with wake, my voice echoed through the quiet bedroom. I wandered 
around in search for someone to have a conversation with from the words 
“good morning”. However, I couldn’t find anyone to hear them, so they 
pointlessly vanished somewhere. 


If you were just by yourself, words would die as soon as they were born. I 
knew that as the truth of this world. Like flowers that withered without 
changing colors, like small birds that couldn’t endure the coldness of 
midwinter, my words would promptly die. After all, words were tools for 
people to communicate their intentions. So if there was no other party, they 
would all but die. That was evident. 


There was no one who would reply to me with a “good morning”. There 
was no one in this house that would do a morning greeting, so if anyone 
were to say that this much was obvious, it sure was. But in my memories, 
someone whose voice I had already forgotten would return my words. In a 
warm and soft voice that was probably how my mother sounded, they 
would be returned to me. 


“Good morning, Ann.” 

—Good morning. 

“Today is a special day, huh.” 

—I know; I’d been counting them with my fingers. 
“Your long-awaited birthday.” 

With a nod, I stood up. 


Today, I was turning nineteen. Twelve years had passed since I had been left 
all by myself when I was seven years old. I reflected thoroughly upon that 
reality alone and proudly. 


I left my bedroom still wearing a negligee, heading to the spiral staircase. 
There were portraits hanging in rows from the staircase’s wall. 


“My, you’re going outside dressed like this just because you’re at home?” 


Decorated with pictures of family members, the wall used to be terrifying 
for me when I was a child, but it became less so after my mother was added 
to them. I would go up and down those stairs countless times every day, but 


the only spot that I would end up directing my gaze to for a few seconds 
was the portrait of my mother and my childhood self. 


If, by any chance, there was strength to the thing called “love”, I thought, if 
there was a force residing within love, wouldn’t this image start moving one 
day, since it was the only one I looked at as if I were yearning for 
something? 


I would end up embracing such fantasies. 


“T won't change, no matter how much you stare at me. By the way, doesnt 
my complexion look a little bad in this portrait? I should have had more 
paint put over it.” 


Of course, it was just a fabrication. 


Having come down the stairs, I went to the front entrance, its door a little 
worn-out. I should call a repairer. The house was a living being just like me, 
and since it was already quite old, it was always broken somewhere. 


“T also want you to tend to the garden. When was the last time you held a 
broom?” 


As I came outside, I could see this place’s whole scenery. There was 
nothing but lush grassland and tree-lined roads. The idyllic sight was 
awfully boring, but above that, it was beautiful, so if you made a frame with 
your fingers, you would immediately have a scenic picture. In this entire 
area, there were no other houses in sight. Of course. This territory was 
under the control of the Magnolias, hence this view belonged to me, the 
family head. 


As long as I didn’t sell or give it away, this landscape would never change. 
And, same as the previous family heads, I didn’t wish for it to change. 


Neither did I wish to leave this place. Even if I was all by myself. 


“Ann, let’s take a look inside the mailbox. ” 


I took a look inside the mailbox. Perhaps because it was still early in the 
morning, there was nothing in it yet. 


“Tt’ll surely be coming soon.” 


Today was the day when I, Ann Magnolia, was born. Every year on my 
birthday, I would get letters from my late mother. Letters from my mother, 
who by now had become a portrait, would be delivered to me. 


“There is no such thing as a letter that needn't be delivered, Milady.” 


To be precise, letters with my mother’s feelings blown into them and 
ghostwritten by an Auto-Memories Doll would be delivered to me. It was a 
strange story, but a true one. 


“Auto-Memories Doll”. Long had passed ever since this name caused a stir. 


The creator was an authority in the field of mechanical dolls, Professor 
Orlando. His wife, Molly, was a novelist, and all had begun with the 
posterior loss of her eyesight. He then invented a machine to perform 
ghostwriting for his beloved wife and named it Auto-Memories Doll. 
Nowadays, people who worked as ghostwriters were also called Auto- 
Memories Dolls. 


When I was seven, my mother, who was plagued with a serious illness, 
summoned a beautiful blue-eyed Auto-Memories Doll to our manor. She 
made her write several letters and hired a postal company to deliver them to 
me even after her death. She had been secretly planning out a few decades 
worth of birthday messages for her beloved daughter. 


The person who had made this request was an oddball, but the ones who 
had accepted the job were quite odd themselves. Had they not imagined that 
someone would abandon it at some point? Had they sealed the contract for 
such a heavy, troublesome work without any refusal because they were 
horribly bad at their business, or was it because they were too nice? Having 
grown into a creditable lady and come to understand the world to a certain 
extent, I would ponder about such things. Surely, it was because they were 


nice. Thanks to them, even though I didn’t have a single relative now, at 
least on my birthday I could recall what being loved by someone felt like. 


Just like that, I stood fidgety in front of the mailbox. Closing my eyes, I 
cleared off the dust on the box of my memories. 


—JI remember. That she had come around. That she would be over there, 
quietly writing letters. I remember the figure of that person and of my 
smiling mother. Surely, until I died... 


That few-days’ time had been seared into my mind. Back then, my... Back 
then, Ann Magnolia’s frizzy hair was still short, and she was selfish and 
pretended to be taller. She was a helpless child. A very young one. How old 
she was? Seven years old. An age where one would still long for their 
mother. Her mother was the center of the world. If her mother died, she 
wouldn’t even be able to breathe. She was that kind of child. She was aware 
that her emotions were unstable and that she tended to act a little rashly. 


Most people would treat someone like me nicely, and that was it. People 
who had their eyes on my fortune attempted to get close to me, but once 
they noticed that I had no intention to let them do so, they never showed 
their faces to me again. 


That person—that person... Violet Evergarden. That Auto-Memories Doll 
was a bit different from other people, I thought... 


Whenever I wondered what was so different about her, I would find myself 
thinking. 


Back then, Ann Magnolia had fallen in love with a mysterious girl who had 
come around all of a sudden. It was a little girl’s romantic love out of 
adoration. She both hated and liked the Auto-Memories Doll who had come 
around out of the blue and stolen her time with her mother. 


— What was it that I liked about her? 


She was a taciturn and unsociable. A silent porcelain doll. She seemed 
extremely adult-like. But looking back, she often reacted like a child who 


knew nothing. Even when I gave her dolls, she didn’t know how to play. 
Neither did she have any knowledge of how to solve riddles. Even when I 
made her touch bugs, she never ran away like my mother or our maid. 
Whenever I invited her to join hands and spin around, we would do it to no 
end. 


“Fufu...” 
She was a weird person. Yes, a weird one. 


Children would look at adults and measure them by whether they were 
scary or foolish, would be their allies or enemies, would give them candy or 
not, and other such things. They would stare very, very fixatedly and judge 
the grown-ups. 


She... that beautiful Auto-Memories Doll... Violet Evergarden was not an 
adult. 


——Yes, she was... how should I put it? She was Violet Evergarden. 


Which was why I had snuggled up to her, the same type of person as 
myself, just like two cats nestling close to each other, I thought. 


She was a beautiful child. A beautiful beast. I found her eccentric self to be 
cool, so I liked her. 


Where was she now and what was she doing, I wondered. 


I was turing nineteen, but back in the day, she must have been younger 
than I am now. For her to have prosthetic arms, it wasn’t hard to imagine 
what had happened to her at the time, when the war had just ended. But 
surely, there was no doubt that her life had been full of many more ups and 
downs than the story I had in mind. 


Did she not express her emotions enough because she was carrying some 
sort of wound in her heart? She was such a beautiful person, so she must 
have won over the heart of some wonderful person by now... 


I shook my head left and right. I mustn’t have unjust suspicions of her. I 
shouldn’t prod into how I was back then — into the Ann Magnolia of back 
then — and taint it. Even if it was just me with myself, I mustn’t do that. 
Because all of the joys and sorrows from that time belonged to the old me, 
who had endured those days. Having become an adult, I shouldn’t have any 
say over the mental landscape of my old self, as a third party. 


Having grown up, I observed my own land, which spread out endlessly. The 
scent of gently swaying grass and flowers, the chattering of birds, the 
clouds that moved slowly in the blue sky. It felt like they would be here just 
like that for a hundred more years. 


“Tt’s not coming, huh. Let’s go eat breakfast.” 


Since the postman wasn’t showing up, I had no choice but go back into the 
manor. 


I had been working at home lately. I used to go outside and enjoy the world 
when I was a student, but I realized that, in the end, I liked being in my 
house. Maybe this was a Magnolia bloodline thing. 


As for my from-home job, I worked with legal counseling. When I was 
little, I had experienced disputes amongst my own relatives over me and my 
assets. That was the reason why, if I had to give any. 


My mother had left me with a talented legal advisor. A person of 
outstanding character, who still concerned himself with me even now. As a 
young child, I excelled at catching insects that I had never seen before, but I 
didn’t have the means to oppose to the people who wanted to steal this land 
from me one way or another. 


I had started off working at the city’s legal information center, introduced to 
me by the legal advisor, who had taken me in, and only recently had I 
become independent. Living in the city had made me realize many things. 
That there were many people in this world who weren’t protected like me. 
And that this wasn’t something those people themselves wanted, but things 
had turned out in such a way due to the environment they were in. 


The ascension of the ghostwriting business had a similar background. 
Children would be made to work like adults, unable to go to school, so 
when they grew up and had to sign any documents, they couldn’t even write 
their own names. 


People like that, who had been raised in environments where no one helped 
them, weren’t a rarity. I had heard that the literacy rate was currently rising, 
but it would still take a long time for this to become something unusual. 


Just like with ghostwriting, one could become somebody’s ally through the 
law. It was especially necessary for children who had been thrown out like 
me and younglings who were about to enter the world of adults, I believed. 
Because they could earn completely different futures as a result if they 
acquired knowledge. 


“The law is a weapon,” my legal advisor would say. I agreed with that. My 
property had been protected by this weapon many times. Some people 
would say that education was the weapon, but the situations for putting it to 
use were too limited. Weapons exerted their true value exactly when you 
had to protect yourself from falling victim to unjust acts or insults. 


If possible, I wanted to be someone who could protect others. I wanted to 
tell people who didn’t know what to do and had become incapable of even 
walking on their own, “It’s all right; Pll be your ally”. Because I wanted 
someone to do that for me back when I was alone. 


My reason for choosing law was rooted in this kind of self-righteous way of 
thinking. 


Since I worked from home, I didn’t earn much. To be honest, people would 
think that being a professional was a pastime for a landowning wealthy 
lady. I was fine with that. 


The people who came to visit me in this remote place were generally in 
critical situations and had nothing. Those who had something would go to 
the city. They would go to the city, bow their heads to some famous person, 
be served a fine brand of tea... and have a graceful conversation while 
drinking it. 


If I could, I wanted to get close to people, just like her. Just like the Auto- 
Memories Doll who had told me on that day that it was okay to cry. Even if 
for self-satisfaction. 


Speaking of which, I thought as I checked the calendar. Today was my 
birthday, so I intended to wait for the postman the whole day and hadn’t 
scheduled any appointments, but a client was coming tomorrow. I should 
clean up the reception room at least a little. 


“Hey, Ann. It is your birthday, so how about going outside with your friends 
and having a meal with them?” 


I had to sweep the floor, take the garbage off the carpet and dust the dirt on 
the furniture. 


“Fven just eating something tasty is enough, Ann.” 


Right, I should bake some sweets to serve to the costumer tomorrow. It 
could also be used as celebration for my birthday. 


“Ann, aren't you lonely all by yourself?” 


If I was certain, that person had eaten the sweets I baked when we first met 
with relish. He had a sweet tooth. 


As I recalled the figure of that young entrepreneur eating, looking 
embarrassed and delighted, a smile surfaced naturally. Out of the people 
that I was currently engaging with, he might be the one whose visit I looked 
forward to the most. I did think that men were frowny and sullen creatures, 
but he was adorable. 


I rolled up my sleeves with an “all right” and headed to the kitchen. 
“Delivery.” 


As the front door’s bell rang and the voice of a visitor ensued, I frantically 
flung away my bowl and whisk and ran. This is what happens when you 
distractedly make sweets for about an hour. I was covered in flour and 
looking unbecoming, but there was no helping it. 


“Yes, I’m coming.” 


I opened the door in high spirits, and standing there was a postman wearing 
the uniform of the city’s post office, which I was familiar with. I was 
disappointed enough that even I myself would think it was a bit childish of 
me. The other didn’t see my facial expression as he requested my signature 
for the express delivery without looking at me, but I wound up having an 
impolite attitude. 


—TIt wasn’t the CH Postal Company. 


My mother’s birthday messages were being kept by the CH Postal 
Company, a mail company that had its main office located in Leiden — the 
capital of Leidenschaftlich, a southernmost military nation. Therefore, if a 
different company had come, then the mail wasn’t from my mother. 


“Thank you very much.” 


I had received three packages. One was a table clock from my legal advisor. 
The others were accessories and a shawl that were trending in the city from 
my friends. 


There were people getting married and having children upon turning 
nineteen. All of my closest friends had been quick to marry. Both my 
opinion that secluding themselves in their homes was a waste in this era of 
professional women and my envy at the fact that they had found themselves 
a partner in an early stage of their lives coexisted in the depths of my mind. 


“You don’t have to hurry; if you don’t want to do it, you don’t have to.” 


Having lost my mother, with this vast land and this manor of excessively 
elegant exterior in my possession... I couldn’t think that having a family 
wouldn’t be a good thing. 


—F amily... family... family, huh? 


Did I want a family? Did I really? Those genuine questions surfaced in my 
mind first-thing. 


Welcoming a family would mean welcoming that person’s life. It was an 
extremely heavy choice. “In health and _ sickness,” people would 
lightheartedly say. I believed there were actually few people who properly 
understood it. 


My friends who had married. The people who walked around the city. 
Lovers and family members from all over the world — everyone. Did they 
all truly understand? They only looked on the happy side, so could they 
endure it when a sad scenario arrived upon them? Wouldn’t they end up 
thinking that not loving the other person would have been better? 


“Human beings are creatures that love others in pursuit of happiness, 
Ann.” 


In my experience, since I had seen off the person who was most important 
to me, the truth was that I didn’t want to go through it ever again. Being 
told to do it one more time was too hard. Even twenty years later, painful 
things would be painful. 


I brought my consciousness back to reality. 


Colorful ribbons, extravagant wrappings and wonderful gifts. As my social 
disposition was coming to a slight halt, those people were irreplaceable to 
me. I had to write thank-you notes right away. For these kinds of things, the 
faster, the better. Because it conveyed sincerity. 


I should go back to my bedroom and look for the stationery and envelopes. 
They were surely somewhere there. 


“Ann.” 

——Aah, but was it a pretty stationery? 

Maybe I should choose a different one, fitting of these wonderful presents. 
“Ann, listen.” 


They were surely items that took a while to be picked, so I should respond 
to the other party’s feelings the same way. There were many things to be 


watchful of here. I had to do it quick. I had to do it soon. 
“Please listen.” 


Nobody else was going to do it; I was the one who had to. No matter what, I 
had to do it. I had to taste joy and sadness all by myself and end it fast. 
Because I was alone. Hurry. I had to hurry and do it. 


Nevertheless, I couldn’t move. 
“Ann.” 


I was in the middle of making sweets, and writing thank-you notes required 
some preparation. Above all, I couldn’t calm down until my mother’s letter 
arrived. 


Giving several reasons, I made up several excuses not to move. 
“Ann... it’s okay.” 


I suddenly felt exhausted. Everything became a bother. Even though hands 
were covered in flour and I was still wearing an apron, I lay on the couch, 
rolled into fetal position and scrunched down. 


Although I had received such marvelous gifts, the feeling of happiness 
didn’t last. Even though it was something to be grateful for to the point I 
could be in a good mood the whole day, the feeling of happiness didn’t last. 
It didn’t last. 


“Ann, it’s okay.” 

Today was that kind of day. 

“Ann, don’t force yourself; I’m sorry.” 
——I’m sorry. 


“Sorry...” 


——I’m sorry. 

“Ann, I’m sorry...” 

To me, my birthday was... 

“...for leaving you behind when you were so small.” 
...not my day. It was my mother’s. 


—Mom. Why? Just why? Why, Mom? Why did you die sooner than the 
mothers of the other kids? What is it that went wrong? Did the fact that I 
was born itself become a burden to you? If so, then I shouldn't have been 
born. 


I loved you, Mom. Did you know that? I liked you a whole, whole lot. Tired 
of hearing this? But you didn’t know it, right? Even if you knew, you 
probably didn’t understand how much I liked you. I’m sure you had no idea 
how much. 


When I realized it, I had more time seeing you in a grave than otherwise. 
But you’re everywhere in our house. On the sofa that you often sat on. In 
the music that you enjoyed. On the bed that still smells like you. In myself, 
who resembles you more and more with each day. 


Mom, Mom, Mom — you keep reminding me of how much I loved you. When 
I was little, you were the world itself. 


Mom. You loved me. I know that. But I loved you too. I was the one who... I 
was... I was... I was the one who... 


Aah, Mom. Mom, there are so many things I want to tell you. But if I can 
say it, there’s just one thing. 


Mom, you died without knowing how much I loved you, right? 


I loved you much more than you could’ve imagined. I really, really suffered 
when you died. Enough that I couldn't breathe. 


People often say that time heals all wounds. But I really hate that saying. 
Rather than things being solved, we forget about them, don’t we? People’s 
voices, facial expressions, gestures — we forget these kinds of things. Yet I 
remember them in unexpected times. Like, “Oh, yeah, Mom used to like 
this”. “Oh, yeah, Mom used to hate that”. And then I blame myself 
vehemently for forgetting them. Like, “How could you have forgotten? She 
was your whole world”. Like, “How could you have forgotten? She was 
your only family”. The loop of agony has no end. 


I adored you, Mom. I loved you. I loved you, so for just as much love as I 
had for you, it feels like my heart will break. It feels like my heart will break 
every time my birthday comes around. Feels like it will break. It’s painful 
and there’s no helping it. 


Tears slip down my cheeks as I laid on my side. I was looking forward to 
today so much that I didn’t know what to do with myself, and yet I wound 
up crying again this year. I would’ve been great if I could welcome it with a 
smile. 


A birthday was a special day. 


It was nothing to the rest of the world, just an ordinary day, but it was a 
special one for me. Because... Because it was a day when I could feel Mom 
coming back to me. I looked forward to it so much that I couldn’t help 
myself, but at the same time, I was also helplessly sad. Because I felt my 
mother’s absence more than anything. Because the truth that she wasn’t 
here was thrust onto me. 


Destiny spoke to me. Either that or God did. “Hey, your mother’s already 
dead. How long you gonna be crying? Stand up. If you’re alive, stand up.” 


Since the world was so merciless, all I could do was nod at those words and 
say, “Yes, yes, true.” 


By entrusting my body to hecticness, I was able to remain as someone who 
could stand on her own feet, just like Destiny and God wanted. I normally 
didn’t feel loneliness. I didn’t cry. After all, twelve years had already 
passed. It was weird to cry like this on and on forever. It was weird, right? I 


wasn’t a kid anymore. I shouldn’t cry too much. That would make me a bad 
girl. A girl wasn’t suitable to be the family head of the Magnolia household. 
I had to become a person who my mother could be proud of from within 
that portrait. 


Wasn’t that right? I couldn’t prove the worth of my existence by doing 
anything else. 


But on this day when I was aware that my mother loved me, I was no good. 
No good. I’d tum into a mess. The seven-year-old Ann Magnolia would 
come back to me. She’d say it all. She’d end up saying it. Always, always, 
always. She’d say what I was holding back from saying. 


“T’m lonely”, that is. 


I had as many ways of spending my birthday as I had birthdays. Surely, 
there were millions of people in the world whose birthday was today. How 
were all of them spending it? Were they spending it in a fulfilling way? 
There definitely were also people who lived their lives either not knowing 
when their birthday was or forgetting about it. 


So I wasn’t miserable. Nor was I comparing myself with them. That wasn’t 
it. Because there were certainly people somewhere around the world who 
were feeling as lonely as me. 


There was another thing that I had learned during the time I worked in the 
city. That loneliness wasn’t something only I had. Many people would 
come to the law firm and ask for advice regarding their troubles. Everyone 
was burdened with problems of their own. And everyone was a bit lonely in 
some aspect. It wasn’t just me, so I didn’t feel lonely. 


That person too, and that one, and that other one. Everybody was sad in one 
way or another. 


“T have to get up.” 


I had stopped doing what I would do by accident — stopped throwing myself 
into a sea of sadness. The sea of sadness in my head was a real nuisance, 


yet it was also comfortable as it enveloped my body in gentle waves of self- 
pity. But I shouldn’t go too far. Or else I wouldn’t be able to stand up again. 
It wasn’t like food and sweets would materialize from my sadness. 


I counted the things I had to do. Bake sweets. Clean up. I had a number of 
torn aprons, which I would remake into rags. And then... And then... 


“Madam Magnolia, are you home?” 


A real-life happening immediately pulled me out of my reverie. I ran 
toward the front door, from where the voice had come. As I opened the door 
with much vigor while making extremely improper heavy-feet noises, I 
found two visitors. 


“Hum?” 


One of them was... Aah, I was waiting for you. It was a postman wearing 
the CH Postal Company uniform. He was holding under his arm a letter and 
a package with what was most likely the gift that my mother had arranged 
for today. 


“Aah, excuse me. Please go first.” 


The other was the customer who had made an appointment reservation for 
tomorrow. A stray young entrepreneur. His finely tailored clothes were easy 
to recognize as something not order-made and that he didn’t like but was 
wearing regardless. 


Had he mistaken the appointment day? 
“Erm, then...” 


The two had bumped onto each other at the front gate and both had some 
business with me, so they were probably conceding the turn to one another. 
Having been granted it, the CH Postal Company’s postman stood before 
me, politely giving me the letter and present with a slightly tensed-up 
countenance. 


“This is the CH Postal Company. I have come to bring your delivery... You 
might be already tired of hearing this vocal message so many times, but 
happy birthday this year too, Madam Magnolia.” 


That was a postman I had never seen before. It was a different person from 
last year. 


“T-Tired, you say... There’s no way I would ever be.” 


Still, the fact he was saying these lines meant that the demands 
commissioned by my mother were being properly kept and protected by 
that company. That was it. 


“Thank you very much. For every year, truly... truly. Please tell this to your 
chairman too.” 


“Y-Yes! Our president is the kind of person that gets very happy at inputs 
from the clients, so I’ll make sure to tell him!” 


I had never met the president of the CH Postal Company, but for someone 
so young to be talking about him in such a familiar-sounding way, he had to 
be a wonderful person. 


“I’m taking it.” 


I signed the acceptance document. The postman laughed as if relieved. Also 
relieved, I finally looked seriously at him. He was a very young postman. 
Perhaps from about the same generation as me. The freckled boy looked 
even younger when laughing. 


“T became in charge of it this year. It’s a big area, so I ended up getting a bit 
lost... I made you wait a lot, didn’t I?” 


“Eh, no, no.” 
“But you came running as if you were eagerly waiting for it.” 


“Yes.” 


Recalling the surprised faces of the two young men the moment I had 
opened the door, I trembled with shame. I was supposed to behave elegant 
and beautifully as the head of the Magnolia family. Yet I was covered in 
flour, my hair was disheveled because I had been lying down and I had 
showed up with footsteps that sounded like the ones of a large man. 


Touching my cheeks, which were most likely growing red, I said, “I 
apologize for showing you an embarrassing sight... No matter what, I 
always wind up restless on this day.” 


“Absolutely not. I’m the one who is sorry for coming late. I have already 
perfectly memorized the way, so please treat me well next year too.” The 
postman bowed with a “well, then” and ran toward a parked motorcycle. 


After seeing him off, I directed my gaze at the other visitor that had been 
waiting for me. He, too, slowly looked my way. 


“Hello.” 


The morning sunshine had disappeared, a dazzling midday light filling up 
for it. It seemed that quite some time had passed while I was sulking on the 
couch. With a season of fresh green colors as the background, he was 
supposed to be a foreign body for me... and for this world of mine, yet he 
blended appallingly well into it. 


“Hello.” My voice sounded a little shrill. “Isn’t there any flour on my 
face?” As I said this while rubbing my cheeks with the sleeve of my dress, 
he took a handkerchief from his jacket and handed it to me. 


Not minding me as I stiffened up in shock, he said with an earnest attitude, 
“There is, right here.” 


“Ah, all right.” 
“And here too.” 


“T’m sorry. I was making sweets...” 


Wiping myself with the neatly folded handkerchief, it almost seemed like I 
had gone back to being a child. It was the second time today that my cheeks 
were dyed red. 


“Well, what is your matter...?” 


“Aah, that’s right. I was nearby and... hum, I heard from Mr. Robert, the 
one who introduced you to me, that it was your birthday today, so... though 
it’s presumptuous of me, I was thinking about celebrating it...” 


Robert was the law advisor who had been protecting me since my 
childhood. Now that he had mentioned it, I remembered that he was 
introduced to me by Robert. The budget wasn’t compatible with the case, so 
it had been passed over to me. 


—— “Nearby”? 


Finding a strange point in a part of his story, I said timidly, “This whole 
area... is my land... You had business near here?” 


Silence. 
“You’re also seeing Mr. Robert even though you’re working with me...?” 


He raised a hand my way as if to ask me to wait and averted his face, 
looking embarrassed. Had I said anything bad? 


“T take it back.” 

“All right.” 

“T lied... I wanted, hum, to spend time with you somehow...” 
“Haah...” 


Perhaps having become unable to look at me in the eyes, he kept his face 
turned away and continued speaking to the direction of the day after 
tomorrow, “Mr. Robert is a teatime friend from a café that I already 
frequented... He introduced you to me as a favor... And I heard from him 


the other day that today was your birthday. Also, I did not just happen to 
come nearby. It’s impossible to come here without a car or carriage. I do not 
have much money, so I ended up walking the way here. But it was no 
coincidence; I came here because I had an objective.” 


As I asked, “What’s the objective”, he turned over the palm that had been 
telling me to wait and showed it to me. That “it’s you”. 


I was perplexed. This kind of thing hadn’t happened in my life very often. 
When it did, it was usually people aiming for my fortune, so I vaguely 
wondered if he was the same as them. 


“Want to come in? If it’s just drinking tea together, then...” 


In any case, as the head of the Magnolia family, I had to entertain the guest. 
After this thought worked its way to me, an alarm sounded in my head that 
he might deem this as an invitation. That wasn’t my intention, so what 
should I do if he believed it was? 


—What’s up with me? I don't know if I’m happy or scared. 


Aah, my heartbeats were so loud. My cheeks were so hot it felt like they 
were burning. 








— Anyway, I have to say something. 


“Hum.” 


As I hesitated to speak, he shook his head. “Ah, no. I will have to come 
again tomorrow, so I’m going home. I have already accomplished my 
objective.” 


“Ts that so?” I was a tad out of tune. A little — very relieved. 


I observed him while he didn’t try to look at me even a bit. His hands were 
trembling. Even though he gave off an easygoing impression, he was the 
type of person who couldn’t hide what was inside. 


“T really just came here because I wanted to wish you happy birthday. Just 
before coming, I hesitated a lot on whether to go today or not... I also don’t 
have... any presents worthy of a lady like you, so I wanted to at least say 
these words.” 


That sentence surprised my already stunned self even more. “At least these 
words”, he said. Were there any words that could make his goodwill more 
obvious? 


“T’m sorry. I should have at least arranged something for you, right? Really, 
a broke man like me showing up out of nowhere... I’m sorry...” 


“No, I don’t want material things that much... I prefer this feeling of... 
wanting to celebrate because it’s my birthday... much more...” 


The words cut off midway. What happened to me? Right now, pain and joy 
were squeezing my chest tightly. It was suffocating. 


The easily perceivable love of this person in front of me, as well as his 
kindness, his sincerity and all these other soft and warm things were 
appearing in the lonely parts of me and causing me to feel dizzy. 


“Ann, can you hear me?” 


I had to regain my sanity; I would surely be sober again tomorrow. I 
shouldn’t open my heart so easily now. 


“Ann, please, listen.” 


Because the world was cruel. Even if I fell in love with him, sad things 
were bound to happen. 


“Okay? If you’re listening...” 


It might be a calculated love; he could just be pretending and was actually a 
horrible person. 


No, I had to wonder about that. It was indeed true that he came the way 
here on foot. After all, his shoes were dirty with mud. There was grass 


sticking to it as if he gone through an animal trail. 
“If you’re listening, grab onto it.” 


Aah, Mom. From now on, I would surely keep questioning you over and 
over during times like these. Asking you questions in my mind. “Mom, is 
this correct? Is this the right path,” I would ask. Because you were the only 
one who had given me love without second intentions. So please, give me 
an answer. 


“Believe in yourself, Ann. Don’t be afraid of love.” 
I was sure that the vision of my mother had whispered this to me. 


I reached out with my hand. I reached out and grabbed the hem of his 
jacket. 


“I’m going to bake sweets now. Today is my birthday, but I don’t have any 
plans, so if you’d like, why don’t we eat the baked sweets together outside? 
I don’t need anything. If you’re going to give me something, then I want 
just a bit of time for us to celebrate my birthday together,” I told him. 


“Thanks.” He was not unkind to my wheat flour-covered hand, grasping it 
while his face went bright red. “That’d be great,” he said three or so times. 
The phrase “I like sweet foods” was probably said five times. 


I... I found it so funny that I laughed. 


That day was a special one for me, but to the rest of the world, this was not 
the case. But I put in a little effort. I tried making it special on my own. 
From this point onward, I would definitely keep doing that. I would. I was 
all alone in this manor. But I was the most special girl in the world to a 
certain person. It was okay to indulge myself at least on my birthday. I 
thought this once again reading my mother’s letter later. 


Ann, congratulations on your nineteenth birthday. I can’t imagine how 
you’re doing at nineteen years of age. I really wonder how you’re doing. 
Are you well? Aren’t you going hungry? 


I wonder if you became a wonderful lady. Aah, I want to see it. I truly 
wanted to see it. 

You have no idea how much I love you, do you? 

You see, Mom loves the nineteen-year-old you. I’ll love you even as you turn 
a hundred years old. 

I can't tell you face-to-face, so I’m properly writing it here. 

I love you. 

No matter what anyone says, I love you. You have the right to be loved. 

My Ann, be free. 

My Ann, laugh with joy. 

My Ann, be happy. 

My Ann. 

Don't be afraid of love. 


—From Mom 


“There’s no such thing as a letter that needn't be delivered, Milady.” 


Booklet 2 


I wanted that star. I wanted to be the person who would piece through that 
Star. 


OK KK 


Leon Stephanotis and the First Star 
oR OK AK 


I had once seen a comet that only came around every two hundred years 
together with a girl. 


It had happened years ago. That was one beautiful evening. Even now, I can 
still vividly recall the twinkling of the stars we watched on that day while 
our bodies shivered at the coldness of the nightly wind. Like jewels 
scattered over a dark canopy, the starry sky was enough to make one forget 
to even breathe. As it passed by, dragging its white tail, the meteor looked 
just like a fairy in flight with insect scales scattering about from her wings. 


Whenever I looked at a beautiful night sky, I would think many times over, 
“Aah, now that I’ve branded this moment into my heart, I’d have no regrets 
if someone reaped my life away”. Should I lose my life, I wanted it to be on 
a starry night like that. I wanted to die with the memory of witnessing 
something stunning. 


“May the night sky be a beautiful starry one on the day I die,” I wished. 


But that one evening was a little bit different. Maybe because I had 
someone to watch the stars with me. Maybe because that was my first love. 


She was a gorgeous person. Even more than the stars. Her hair looked like 
the Sun when shining under the moonlight and her blue eyes were like 
gemstones created from a mix of the sea and the sky. With her porcelain 
skin and skylark voice, the way she walked was just as that of a well-cared 
maiden. In reality, she was an orphaned ex-soldier, as well as an Auto- 
Memories Doll from a far-away southern country, so the saying “don’t 
judge a book by its cover” was pertinent when it came to her. 


She was most likely an once-in-a-lifetime kind of person, one that you 
couldn’t know if you would ever get to meet. 


My chest throbbed even at the sigh that leaked from her when she was 
peeking at the telescope. When she looked my way and smiled faintly, I 
experienced an impact as if I had been hit in the head, giving in to a love 
that made me feel like my whole body would melt and crumble down. 


“Master, astronomical observations are quite a wonderful thing.” 


If, by any chance, my body were to be crushed by a star in that moment, 
only on that day did I want to keep looking at something, even if for just 
one second more. I wanted to keep looking at her. Forever and ever, I 
wished. That was what I thought. 


This encounter had changed my life and decided my fate. I didn’t mind if 
people laughed at that, calling me a romanticist. I, Leon Stephanotis, whose 
destiny had been altered, would always look back on it. 


On the day that I had watched the stars with Violet Evergarden. 


“There was a sea of gold in his land” — who was it again that had sung the 
praises of a desert like this? 


“T’m beat.” 


When bookworms read too much, their head’s capacity would exceed the 
limit, so they would automatically forget the things they had read in their 
early phases. I had confidence in my memorization abilities and yet I 


couldn’t remember this, so it was surely a passage from an adventure novel 
or something of the sort that I had read in my childhood. 


—What a beautiful comparison. 


When I actually stood in the middle of a desert, my impressions were drawn 
to the temperatures, sunlight and other such things regarding the 
environment instead, so this poetic expression hadn’t crossed my mind. In 
the destinations of my travels, I often reminisced to a certain someone who 
was somewhere in this world, as well as the things she, who spoke words as 
beautiful as that, used to say, as if borrowing them. 


“So pretty...” 


I liked the color of gold. I could observe the grains of sand moving 
smoothly for all eternity. 


“Everyone, you did well; the books we excavated will be brought back by 
another group. Meaning that we from the starting line-up are finally off for 
the first time in months.” 


As I was spacing out, I didn’t hear the commander’s words very well. I was 
only staring at the ground, missing out on everything. When I raised my 
head, the happy-looking faces of my bearded and somewhat dirty 
colleagues entered my eyes. All I understood right away was that we would 
get a vacation. 


“After we get twenty days off, we’ll regroup in Iustitia, at Shaher’s 
headquarters. After that, we’ll go to that place in the south where the 
reconnaissance team was sent. Next will be our turn to bring back the 
luggage. Don’t let your bodies get weak.” 


“Roger that.” Once everybody gave an agreeable reply in unison, we 
disbanded from the spot. 


Iustitia, Shaher’s headquarters. The main office of my occupation. I was 
previously in a section called the codex department, devotedly working on 
the deciphering of documents and copying manuscripts, but now I had been 


transferred to a completely different section. It sounded good when we were 
called the leading actors, but it was actually a group of reeking adventure 
rascals, the literature collecting department. 


I put my heavy baggage sack on the ground and heaved a breath. Wiping 
the white folk clothes that I had been provided with on-site, I dusted the 
sand off them. This clothing called dola — a long robe secured by a waist 
belt — looked flappy and inflexible at first glance, but it was surprisingly 
easy to move around in. It was made of a rather velvety silk material, so 
there would normally not be so much sand sticking to it, but since I was 
caught in a sandstorm until just a moment ago, there was no helping it. 


We had returned from a thorough search in the ruins of an abandoned castle, 
once the dominion of a royal clan whose name was eminent in the past. A 
book burning movement had taken place in this land at a certain point, but 
we had received information that a scholar from those times, out of fear 
towards the situation, had hidden valuable books in the forsaken palace. 
The information was apparently right, so after wandering around all over 
the deserted castle, we had found dozens of books. The books that would be 
taken to Shaher’s headquarters were to be made into written copies and 
spread to the world. 


Made for protection purposes, Shaher’s literature collection was also well- 
reputed in other countries. It was difficult to negotiate with the locals 
responsible for the abandoned castle, but we were allowed entrance this 
time as well thanks to our achievements thus far. Just like that, someone’s 
story, studies and feelings, which were supposed to have disappeared, 
would breathe once again. The books we had been looking for would be 
delivered to other people and comfort them during long nights. 


—What a wonderful thing. 
The working environment was awful, but I was proud of my job. 


I sat down on my luggage and gazed at the cityscape while drinking water 
from my canteen. In this desert-zone city, everyone’s clothes seemed 
harmonized no matter what color they wore. 


“Senior Leon, what will you do on your days off?” 


As a junior who had not yet left the spot called to me, I furrowed my brows 
and looked at his face. He was a young man of masculine facial traits, 
which was enviable to someone as baby-faced as me. 


“Hey, Sir.” 


A rarity amongst the members of our unit, the man had not been born in 
Iustitia. If I wasn’t mistaken, he was a rich kid who had been born in a 
southern country and entered Shaher through connections with the 
foundation executives. 


Getting a job at the Shaher Observatory was a daunting task even for those 
who had studied astronomy. It was hard to make it without learning in a 
good environment from an early age. Since Justitia, the capital of 
stargazing, was the best place to study in, it was natural that the ones hired 
were mostly the locals. 


— Well, this guy had connections, so this has nothing to do with him. 


I pondered an answer. “Nothing in particular.” For the time being, I decided 
to be cold, acting as nonchalant as ever. 


And this was also the same as always, but the junior took no offense in my 
crude response — rather, he laughed at me, looking happy. “Then that means 
you’ve got no plans. I was thinking of going home. If you’d like, how about 
we go together? We have a villa by the lake... If I go now, the schedule will 
allow my family to join in.” 


“No, why do I—” 


“Last time we had a break, I told my little sisters about your cool adventure 
story and they wouldn’t shut up about how much they wanted to meet you. 
Hey, hey, how about it?” 


I was baffled. I had no idea what was good about me to this junior but he 
would oddly flock to me. The reason why I hadn’t told him about my plans 


right away was that I felt he would follow me if I did so. Honestly, he was a 
bother. Up to now, we had acted as a group. I wanted to be alone even if a 
second sooner. 


“I’m not going.” 


“No way... My family’s all pretty boys and girls! Sir, you like beautiful 
things, don’t you?” 


“Do they look like you?” 

“They do.” 

“Then they might be pretty, but won’t be my type.” 

“Sir! You’re horrible!” 

“So loud. If your family’s waiting for you, hurry and go.” 


While I gestured with my hand as if shooing a dog, the junior made a 
puppy-like sad face. Even though he had a big body, he was amicable and 
his display of emotions was richer than most people, making him look all 
the more like a dog. 


“Then, if you ever feel like coming to see me during your break...” 

“T won't.” 

“_.could you contact a hotel called Varona in Leidenschaftlich?” 

“T won... uh?” 

“It’s a first-class accommodation establishment. It’s under my uncle’s 
administration, so you can get a stay there immediately, and I can pick you 
up as soon as you give me my name. Oh, you’re making an interested face, 


huh? Want to come with me right now?” 


What piqued my interest was the word “Leidenschaftlich” — that was all. 


——That’s where the CH Postal Company is. 
And it was also where my first love worked at. 
“You were from Leidenschaftlich...?” 


“That’s right. I did say it in my self-introduction when I joined the 
department.” 


“Well, I don’t listen to people I have no interest in...” 


As expected, my junior gave a happy-looking smile with his whole face. 
“Sir, I like that you’re equally unfriendly to everyone. People only got close 
to me because of my title... and my family’s social standing... but Sir, 
you’re cold, and that feels nice.” 


“Your suffocating actions are a pain in the ass to me. Besides, hum...” 
“What is it, Sir?” 
“Hum, say... is the CH Postal Company well-known?” 


“Do you know Violet Evergarden?” — the reason why I couldn’t ask this 
was a literal embodiment of how much I lacked guts, I thought. 


With an “aah”, my junior immediately made a face like the name rang a 
bell. “I know them. It’s the company of that businessman, Claudia Hodgins, 
right? They’re popular. Shocking that the name of a company would come 
from you.” 


“T’m an adult, after all. I’'d know the name of one or two renowned 
businesses at least.” 


“That’s a lie, ain’t it? I already know you don’t have interest in anything but 
stars. Erm... if I’m not wrong, all the postal companies of Leiden got sucked 
into it. They also succeeded in company split-ups. Their president is a 
celebrity too. The newspaper series where he talks to other entrepreneurs is 
a trend... It got adapted into a book just recently. There’s a chapter in the 
extra edition where he talks to his secretary and the president of an 


affiliated company, and it’s so fun. The book’s in my room at the 
headquarters, so you can take it with you and read it all you want.” 


“Is there nothing about business in that book? Like, about the Auto- 
Memories Doll field... Hum, according to my research, there should be a 
rather famous Auto-Memories Doll in it... Don’t know if she’s still there, 
though.” 


I timidly attempted to ask, yet it seemed my junior didn’t know the details. 
That was expected. The number of people who could hire Auto-Memories 
Dolls was limited, so hardly anybody would know even the name of a 
famed Doll unless it was someone marginally acquainted with them. 


“T wonder. I do sorta know that they apparently have one real beauty of a 
Doll. But I also have a good-looking face... so I don’t yield to beauties from 
here and there.” 


“Got it. Thanks for the info. And for the nice conversation. Go home.” 
“Sir...! If you get bored of being alone, please remember me!” 


Leaving behind my clingy junior, I took off from that place. I strutted with a 
hand in my pocket. 


My junior wasn’t a bad guy. He had a high-handed personality but fit into 
the category of good person. He must have talked to me like that because he 
knew about my background as an orphan who had lost his parents and got a 
job at the astronomical observatory by way of assistance from Shaher. 
Meaning he was worried about his senior, who would be spending his 
vacation alone with no lover or family. The reason why he had invited me 
to a house where his family would be was probably that he was exposing 
his intentions in his own way. 


— But to hell with that. 


I wanted to be alone. To say that the people who thought I was pitiful were 
the actual pitiful ones was my essence. I had always enjoyed watching the 
stars by myself anyway, and I enjoyed books about stars too. Book reading 


wasn’t meant to be done with two people, right? I liked being alone. This 
was also because I had lived a life of accepting solitude for a long time, but 
if anything, it was harder for me to settle down when I was in someone’s 
company. 


When I turned the street comer and confirmed that he finally wasn’t 
following me anymore, I let out a relieved sigh. 


—Alone at last. Time and space just for me. 


The times when I was by myself like this were the ones I felt most 
comfortable in, and while I did have some things to reflect upon in that 
regard, unfortunately, I didn’t have a family to pester me about having 
children, unlike the rest of society. Because I was alone. 


—] get that it isn’t a good thing. 


There were things that you couldn’t get used to or change, despite 
understanding why you should. I was equal parts as obstinate as I felt 
inferior to those who had families. Only one person had ever made me want 
to be with her for a little longer when I was in her company. 


— Only one. 


Our circumstances were similar and we were also alike in that we were 
burdened with loneliness, but it wasn’t as if I liked her because of the 
similarity. It was because she seemed like she would be all right even if she 
were on her own, so I had wished to stay by her side. To get close to her. I 
“liked” her in that way. It wasn’t as if I wanted her to do something for me. 
I was the one who wanted to do something for her. It was that kind of 
“like”. 


It had happened a long time ago. 


After we had spent a little time together, she left. When we were bidding 
our farewells, I stopped her and confessed. 


“Violet.” 


I told her I was in love with her. I didn’t ask her, “I like you, so what do you 
wanna do?” — I simply told her I liked her. 


“I’m... I’m... in the codex department now, but... I actually wanted to be in 
the literature collecting department like my father.” 


She gave me this answer: the way that she cherished me was different. 
“T had my hopes up that maybe my mother would come home one day if I 
waited here, bringing my father back with her... so I kept shutting myself in 


until this age, without ever stepping off into the outside world. That was 
possible in this place and I wanted it myself. But... just now...” 


But if we ever happened to meet again, she wanted to spend time with me. 
“T’ve just made up my mind. I’Il go around the world like you.” 

In that moment, the woman who had said that she couldn’t feel emotions... 
“T might face danger. I might lose my life without anyone ever finding my 
body, just like my parents. But—But that’s okay. I’m thinking of choosing 
that path.” 


...smiled at me like a normal girl, looking happy, and told me something. 


“If I do that, I’m sure we might get to meet someday, somewhere, under a 
starry sky. We’re both gypsies. And if that happens, will you...” 


——...watch the stars with me again? 
“Yes, Master.” 


She told me that. She said it. This alone was already enough for me. This 
alone gave me the courage to come out of the world that I had been 
secluding myself in. Even if my love wasn’t requited, even if we never saw 
each other again, I was so happy. 


She. 


Violet. 
Violet Evergarden. 


Just that — just the fact that she had promised to watch the stars with me — 
had made me happy to the point of changing my life. 


I kept making transfer requests ever since that day, finally earned approval 
and ventured myself into the outside world. The world other than Iustitia 
that I saw for the first time was bustling with a dizzying variety of things, 
which made me regret secluding myself. But surely, if I hadn’t met her, I 
would have taken a lot longer to go outside. No, I might have never left that 
bird cage to begin with. 


That environment where I was allowed to wallow was terribly indulgent. 
After all, everyone was awfully nice to me for not being able to stand up, 
just because I was sad. 


I didn’t simply think that I would definitely get to see her at least once. The 
probability of an astronomer and an Auto-Memories Doll, who had spent 
time together at work, meeting even once was surely the same as the meteor 
we had seen that day — once every two hundred years. 


I was being ridiculous. If I really wanted to see her, I should just go visit her 
postal company in Leiden. The reason why I didn’t do it was that I was 
scared. That maybe her words were just out of friendliness, and that, if we 
did meet, she wouldn’t even remember me and I would be rejected. On top 
of being terrified of this, I also had a dream. 


That if we ever happened to reunite, I wanted us to meet again truly by 
coincidence, under a starry sky. 


If something like that really were to happen, just what would I do? Would I 
smile? Cry? Or ask for her love again? 


I nodded at a passerby who had almost collided with me and started 
walking again. I had no particular destination. I could also go back to the 


headquarters just like this and be an idle bookworm in my own room, but 
going sightseeing around this city for at least a little bit was also good. 


—TI won‘ get to see Violet if I stay in that place. 


I had no free time to spend money, so I could afford the luxury of staying at 
a remotely nice hotel. Having made up my mind, I went into the main street 
and began looking for accommodation in the desert capital. 


Local idioms were honestly my weak point. Even though it was a common 
language, it was hard to catch because of the many dialects. When I talked 
to elders, I was done for. 


However, I could perfectly understand that the inn’s owner, an old 
gentleman, had treated me like a “young lady”. Of course, I told him he was 
mistaken, but he didn’t hear it. He led me to my room with a hand around 
my hips. 


The room was quite a high-class one, so I let it slide. If it were my old self, 
I would have been as furious as a raging fire. But I had grown up. By 
holding back my anger, I would manage to spend the night in a proper bed, 
where it didn’t seem like bugs would show up, so becoming an adult was 
for the best. Even if my self-respect decreased a little. 


While I was chilling in the room and writing my diary, the sun went down 
in a blink of eye and it was getting late into the evening. 


“Heave-ho.” 


It was the dead of night. I put on warm clothes and prepared myself to go 
out. 


I wanted to observe the desert’s starry sky at my own leisure. As our 
activities had been limited to daytime ever since we had arrived here, I was 
now finally getting to do the things that I actually felt like doing. I had 
watched it together with everyone else from the windows of the cheap inn 
that the literature collecting department’s personnel had stayed at, but as 
expected, I wanted to see it from a spacious place with no noise or anything 


of the sort. As a scholar born in the so-called “capital of stargazing”, I 
obviously was going to have my fill of the desert’s night sky. 


Unable to contain my feelings of excitement, I left the room after my lips 
relaxed a bit. For the heck of it, I greeted the innkeeper and told him I was 
going to see the stars. When I did so, he made a worried-looking face. 


Apparently, women were forbidden of wandering outside at night in these 
lands. He couldn’t stop me from going out since I wasn’t a local, but 
warned me not to get too close to men. It wasn’t as if there were many 
ruffians among the people who walked around at night, but simply that this 
city had this kind of culture, so if the men suddenly spotted a woman, they 
might think badly of it. I had grown up in a men’s dormitory watching a 
bunch of idiots, so I understood what he was trying to say. 


I showed him the retractable cane I was holding, and while I was at it, I also 
demonstrated with one swing that a blade came out from the tip as well. It 
was not for killing anyone, but it sufficed for making the other party recoil 
and holding them back. 


Receiving the innkeeper’s applause from behind, I ventured myself outside. 


The temperature gaps between nighttime and daytime was extreme in the 
desert. Having been raised in a mountaintop astronomical observatory, I 
was used to areas where there was a discrepancy in temperatures between 
day and night, but even then, I could bring myself to deem it as comfortable 
due to differences in humidity. The instant I stepped outside, I shuddered 
with a “brr”. 


However, I forgot the cold as soon as I saw the sight spreading overhead. 
Surely, God must have dropped His jewel box. The starry sky unfolded in a 
way that made even someone like me come up with such a poetic saying. 


Due to the fact that it was nighttime, there were few people out, but it 
wasn’t as if nobody was wandering about the city. Just as the innkeeper had 
said, it seemed that someone with a womanly appearance (I wasn’t a 
woman at all, though) walking around did catch people’s eyes, as they 


called to me countless times. I put myself on guard in each of those 
instances, and everyone withdrew with the same caution as the innkeeper. 


Not letting the women walk around late at night was also meant for 
protecting them. 


I had heard that there was a place for stargazing aimed at tourists 
somewhere a little far from the city, so I headed there, for safety as well. 
Several tents were erected around the sparse green area. In addition to 
privately built tents, there were also merchant tents selling drinks and food. 


After looking through the signboards with the prices of the alcohol and 
warm soups that people of this region consumed and were familiar with, I 
picked the alcohol. I was an adult now and on vacation, so I told myself that 
it was okay to drink today and gave myself permission. 


I went for a cloudy-colored alcoholic drink simmered in a large pot called 
the witch’s cauldron. It was warm and sweet, with a slightly spicy aftertaste. 
It warmed your body when you drank it and was the best delicacy to savor 
in cold weather. 


Some people invited me to enter their tents, but I refused and steadily began 
setting up by arranging the astronomical observation tools that I had 
prepared. I assembled a demountable astronomical telescope over the 
sheets. 


Even though this was said to be a place for stargazing, not everyone seemed 
to be astronomy freaks like in Iustitia — most of them were lying on the 
ground, enjoying a conversation with their companions while relishing in 
the jewels of the night. Everyone other than myself had simple handheld 
telescopes, so a few locals started appearing fussily around me, looking 
greatly interested. If anything, there weren’t just tourists. 


A young father who had a child with him shyly came to ask me, “How 
much is it for you to let us take a look?” Apparently, he had mistaken me 
for a merchant. 


“T don’t take money for it. It’s something for me to enjoy myself.” 


The young parent made a bewildered face at my blunt reply, but nervously 
stepped in front of the kid and said, “It’s okay even if it’s just for a little bit, 
couldn’t you let this child take a peek?” 


“Sure, it’s fine.” 


He was also surprised at my ready consent. As he asked one more time if I 
really wasn’t going to charge for it, I declared that I wasn’t, swearing by 
this land’s god. 


I beckoned the child. Our heights didn’t match since he was too small, so I 
lifted him by the hips. 


“Can you see them?” 
“Just a tad higher.” 
“This much?” 
“Amaziiing.” 


At the child’s delighted look, the father and I locked eyes with each other 
and laughed. Then, other people who had been surrounding us at a distance 
came over one after another, asking me to let them see next. Whenever I 
said that I wasn’t charging any fee, they would ask me back, “Are you a 
Saint or what?”. 


In a land where you could see such beautiful stars, astronomical telescopes 
weren’t wild-spread among locals, enjoyed only by tourists and outsiders. 
That was probably the case. For them, this was an expensive item brought 
by outsiders. The stars were beautiful enough at naked eye, so if I had to 
say it, telescopes weren’t necessary. But if there was something that would 
help them see better, there would obviously be people saying that they want 
to take a look. 


Guess I’m gonna contact Shaher’s donors and indicate this place as a 
potential donation site. 


If this pleased so many people, maybe it would be nice to have a telescope 
that everyone could look into, just as there were benches where everyone 
could sit on along the streets. I liked stars, so it made me happy even if just 
one more person fell in love with them. 


“Having fun?” 
“We are! You’re so generous!” 


The figure of an elderly man much older than myself smiling like a boy, 
looking extremely happy, struck home pretty hard. It wasn’t like I wanted to 
hang out with anyone or that I had a preference for getting along with 
everybody. That wasn’t the case at all. 


“This thing’s pricey, ain’t it? You okay with people touchin’ it without a 
care?” 


“Tt’s not made for decoration; it’s something to look at.” 
But these kinds of moments were nice. 
—Very nice. 


If these once-in-a-lifetime encounters would increase the proportion of 
stargazing in someone’s life, nothing could make me happier. 


When I get old, I guess I’m gonna run a rent-a-telescope or something 
like that somewhere. 


I decided to take a few steps back and let everyone enjoy themselves. 


This sensation that the joy of the surroundings was becoming more and 
more contagious. This feeling that people were gathering there only out of 
curiosity and adventurous spirit, not for profit. It didn’t seem fitting of my 
usual self, but something like this was also conceivable every once in a 
while. 


With nothing to do, I naturally started looking around. Wonderful night, 
wonderful atmosphere. 


The figure of someone standing still amongst it all entered my field of 
vision even without me wanting to. Everyone else had a companion. 


The person was clad in dola like me and had a veil covering her face. From 
her physique, I could somehow presume that she was probably a woman. 


Hoping that no weirdos would go talk to her, I worried about and kept 
watch over the woman, just like people had done for me. If she got caught 
up by anybody, should I intervene? 


I used to hate women, yet here I was, concerning myself with one. I might 
have a misconstrued sense of justice, but I at least had to care. 


I was just looking at her for a little while simply for that reason, but the 
instant that the wind blew strongly, all of my nerves became her captive. 
Her veil came off. It came off just slightly and I could see her face. 


Her golden hair fluttered leniently. Her shapely profile was exposed under 
the starry sky. This beauty that could be discerned even in the nightly 
darkness was breathtaking. 


It was really just a few seconds’ time and she immediately fixed the veil 
back on tight, but I had already seen her, so I knew. I knew. 


I knew who that was. 


Distancing myself from the telescope, I walked unsteadily towards her. Like 
winged bugs that gathered up to light. 


This person literally shone like a lantern in my life. It was fire that wouldn’t 
disappear, no matter how much time passed. Time only strengthened the 
flame’s vigor. 

That was why, aah, I... I... 


“Violet Evergarden... is that you?” 


That was why I called to her at that moment, with a shrill voice. As she 
looked at me, her eyes slowly crinkled, the corners of her lips went up and 


she smiled at me. 
I felt like tearing up at that. 


“Tt has been a while, Master.” 


Ys 


ead 








I had dreamed of this. 

“Ts it really you?” 

I had dreamed of this day. 
“Yes, Master.” 

Always had been. 


“Stupid, I’m not your master anymore... I have a name too... You’ve 
probably forgotten about it, but I... My name is...” 


I had dreamed of this day and had always been thinking about what to say if 
we ever got to meet again. 


“Mr. Leon Stephanotis. Is ‘Mr. Leon’ all right?” 


If it were under a starry sky with not a single cloud, we could talk about its 
bare beauty. If it were on a rainy day, we could discuss the mythology 
related to the constellations. 


“Did I mistake it? I have confidence in my memorization skills, but...” 


If it were on a night where a once-in-every-two-centuries meteor were to 
pass by, we could share stories of the past in which we had observed the sky 
together. 


“No... you got it right. You got it... Just ‘Leon’ is fine... Violet, the time you 
spent with me was so long ago, and yet, you sure... managed to...” 


I had dreamed of this. You had no idea, did you, Violet Evergarden? 


“You sure managed to remember.” 


You were my first love. The first person I fell for. That day was the first 
time I confessed to someone. 


“Leon, do you recall the promise we made?” 


I opened the door to courage. I opened it thinking it would be okay even if I 
got hurt. But instead of hurting me, you accepted it. You broke my love to 
pieces, but still acknowledged it. 


“Yeah.” 


I had dreamed of this. Of this moment. You didn’t have to remember it. You 
could have forgotten what you had said to me. But if nothing else, I wanted 
to have one more look at you before I died. 


“Have you memorized...” 

One more time. 

“_..the names of a few stars?” 

I wanted to see you one more time. 


Violet Evergarden. I — the sixteen-year-old Leon Stephanotis — was in love 
with you. 


He was in love with you. So was my current self. Now that you were in 
front of me, I could tell as much, even if I didn’t want to. 


The flame inside my chest was saying, “This woman is the one who started 
the fire.” It told me that you were the woman who burned me up. You had 
burned me, and you still were. You melted everything that I had locked up 
within ice. It told me that you were the woman of my fate. 


Violet wordlessly nodded in agreement. She nodded like a child. She was 
happy that I remembered what she had told me — I could tell by the facial 
expression she was making. 


You used to be so expressionless and doll-like — who was it that 
changed you so much? 


You weren’t a doll anymore now. More like a girl who had someone’s love. 
You didn’t look like anything but that in my eyes ever since you were with 
me, though. But now, surely you had someone. This someone had changed 
you to that point, right? 


“Violet,” I said, suppressing the pain of my sweltering chest. “If you have 
some time, won’t you spend it with me?” I asked. 


I was attempting to open the door to courage again. Regardless of what 
awaited me beyond it, even if I regretted opening it. I asked nevertheless. 


You changed me. You made me who I was. You probably didn’t know that. 
You didn’t have to. 


“Yes, by all means.” 
And this beautiful woman in front of me, too. 


“T had been waiting for a day to come when I inform you about the fruits of 
my studies.” 


Surely, she had also been made by someone. 


“Should we ever meet, I had wanted to report them to you, even if you did 
not remember.” 


Envy, affection and attachment ran through my body. 
“That is what I was thinking.” 


My sixteen-year-old self was screaming. “I was in love with you. I was in 
love with you. I was in love with you. I’m in love with you. Even now, I 
still like you,” he shouted. 


I no longer had any of the youth and recklessness of those days. However, 
regarding my love for her, the me from back when I confessed to her was 


still here. 

“T’m sure what I’m gonna say now will trouble you. But would you listen?” 
I was still here. That version of me was still inside me. 

Violet Evergarden, you... 

“You can laugh if you want; you see...” 

..tO me, you... a woman like you was... 

“You were my first love.” 

Violet Evergarden, you... 

“T still like you. Forgive me.” 


To me, you were a woman of the stars. 


Booklet 3 


At that moment, I found myself thinking, “Aah, maybe if I disappeared, if I 
vanished right now, nobody would notice.” 


Once I thought this, I could no longer think of anything else. 


Before I realized, my hands and feet had moved. I slowly moved my whole 
body and left that place behind. 


Nobody called for. Nobody tried to stop me. 


Which was why I was now hiding. I was in a corner of a maze of roses in 
the royal palace of this forest kingdom. 


I looked up at the sky. It was overcast. The air was a little heavy, so there 
was a chance of rain. 


Was anyone looking for me by now? No, they might not have noticed. I 
could bet a hundred of Drossel’s white camellias that they hadn’t. “That 
wouldn’t be a bet,” someone said from within my mind. 


— What will happen to me if I just stay here like this? 


I tried to think calmly. Firstly, I would get hungry. My body would get 
bitten by insects. The sky was looking shady, so rain might come pouring 
down on me. I would get a fever from the cold, and then... and then... and 
then... 


The power of my imagination was scarce, so the scenario ended there. 
Stretching out my dress’s sleeves and removing my long gloves, I plucked 


the grass with a bare hand. Picking up some rose petals that had fallen to 
the ground, I threw them into the air even though they would not fly too far. 


I looked almost like a child trying to contain her bad mood. Most likely, if 
anyone saw me, they would wonder what on earth the queen of Fluegel was 
doing. 


Why had I grown up to be like this? All I ever did was think big of small 
matters and be in a state of chaos. It was such a weak mindset, which 
people most likely wouldn’t expect to come from someone born in a family 
that was meant to rule a country. 


“Members of the royal family are actually not supposed to expose their 
original selves. Under no circumstance should you forget that you must act 
with dignity and be a role model to your subjects.” 


Even though I had already become a wife, I behaved like a little girl. 
“However...” 

I had experienced a romance like the ones that young girls dream with. 
“_. from my long time working in the court...” 

I fell in love and won my beloved lord over. 


“..these have been the most memorable Public Love Letters. Yes... in a 
good sense.” 


After running and running, I was now living the aftermath of that. 


My name is Charlotte Abelfreya Fluegel. Already a year had passed ever 
since I married off to Fluegel. 


OK KOK 


Charlotte Abelfreya Fluegel and the Forest Kingdom 


OK KK 


Drossel and Fluegel — no matter what could happen to these two nations in 
the future, they had me as their intermediary princess. If I happened to die 
in this rose labyrinth without anybody ever finding me, I wanted someone 
to remember that. 


As to why things had turned out like this, I’d have to rewind my life a little 
to explain. I had to mix up the cauldron of time that made the hours pass. 


How far back was I supposed to go? 


That beautiful golden-haired girl. My favorite. The ghostwriter who had 
become a mediator for my romance. 


Rewinding to the times of Violet Evergarden’s Public Love Letters would 
be going back too far. It should be a bit later. Perhaps the appropriate would 
be around the time when I, who was once the third princess of Drossel — 
that beautiful country where white camellias bloomed in copious amounts 
—, went away and changed my sumame. Yes, right, that was adequate 
enough. 


Fluegel was a neighboring country of prosperous forestry. I was married to 
the man who had the priority rights to succeeding its throne. Letting go of 
everything that I had cherished until then, I married off. 


I had transformed from a girl into an adult. Although my appearance hadn’t 
changed much, that was my status. 


My husband was Damian Baldur Fluegel. He was the person who possessed 
the rights of succession as the next monarch at the beginning of our 
marriage, but a few days ago, he had inherited the throne from his father 
and become a king both in name and reality. In other words, I had become 
the queen as well. 


Probably the worst queen in history. After all, I had run away. 


Let me try to trace the rewound time with exact precision. 


Fluegel’s capital was a city of fresh greenery, which had a castle erected in 
the depths of a forest. Said royal palace couldn’t be considered sturdy or 
showy, but it was in perfect harmony with the nature, endowed with a 
calculated beauty. Unlike Drossel, a country that maintained itself through 
the tourism industry, Fluegel had much of its national interest shouldered by 
its forestry. Drossel’s national flower was the white camellia, while 
Fluegel’s was the red rose. 


The two countries were separated by a large river, but one would be 
tempted to wonder how they could be so different. 


Differences were by no means a bad thing. After all, Lord Damian and I had 
met because we had been raised in such different cultures. That was exactly 
why I became attracted to Lord Damian’s... albeit artless, uninhibited 
personality, which was so unlike that of the royals from Drossel and other 
nations... 


Yes, “differences” were not bad. But the so-called “differences”... how 
should I put it? When they weren’t tolerated, instead viewed as an absence 
of profits and effort, they would turn into a really bad thing. 


Most likely, that was what made me the way I was now. 
Was this an excuse? It might be. But that was how it was. That was it. 
At first, my life in Fluegel didn’t go well. 


Becoming used to even small differences in habit was extremely difficult 
for me, which caused the chamberlain to sigh often. He was someone who 
deserved respect for having taken care of Lord Damian’s personal matters 
for quite a long time. 


There was no mistaking that I was in a position higher than his, but I soon 
understood that he looked down on me. One could tell as much by things 
such as the movements of the other’s eyes and their attitude. 


The chamberlain would tell me: “That is not the way we do it in Fluegel”, 
“This is for your protection. You will be criticized otherwise. Now, fix 


yourself up”, “I have said this several times, but...” 


I didn’t think I was some idiot. I believed myself to be the kind of girl who 
could do well if I put my mind into it. But I had to admit that I was a very 
unstable crybaby. 


The differences such as the ones that the chamberlain talked about were, for 
example, the order in which people were seated at meals, how to lift my 
dress when hopping into a carriage, and other minute details like that. If I 
were told such things back in Drossel, I was positive that I could internalize 
it in the first try. After that, I definitely wouldn’t repeat the mistake. But the 
moment I tried to do it in this foreign country that I wasn’t familiar with, 
being watched by the monitoring eyes of someone that didn’t have me in 
his favor, I ended up failing. It was almost as if I were inducing the failure 
on my own. What was this phenomenon? 


The chamberlain most likely knew this as well. He knew it, and even then 
he would sigh and speak in a detached manner while watching me go pale. 
There was nothing good in it for either of us, yet we would find ourselves 
repeating this vicious cycle. 


To be honest, we were so incapable of getting along that the desire to jump 
off from one of the Fluegel castle’s windows as retaliation surged from 
within me. However, I had no choice but to keep going. Because I was a 
newcomer and that person was an elder. 


If I didn’t get used to this, it would be the end of me. 


Right, and there was also the tea party. The flow of the Cauldron of Time 
had finally returned to the present. 


It all had begun... from the chamberlain suggesting that if I, who had 
become the queen, held a tea party, I would certainly make myself known 
as someone who shines like the stars in the night sky. He gave a long 
speech about my authority as a queen being this and that. That detestable 
chamberlain. 


I did like tea parties, but even after being in Fluegel for a year, I wasn’t able 
to find myself anyone that I could consider close to me, so I frankly didn’t 
like the idea. I hadn’t gotten myself anyone to be on friendly terms with, so 
rather than a display of my power, wouldn’t this be deemed as more of a 
public execution for me? 


Ever since I had arrived here, I was in the position of a foreign princess 
who had a political marriage with Lord Damian, so both the royal family 
that I had joined and the people who took care of me were somewhat 
distant... To make things worse, I was the very person who had tainted the 
traditional event of the Public Love Letters. People were wary of me as an 
unprecedented princess. 


I had seen that Fluegel had a liberal aspect to it and wasn’t too bound by 
formalities in comparison to Drossel, but when it came to the royal family, 
that was a different story. 


Whenever I passed the corridors of the royal palace, I could hear one name 
being whispered. Everyone would have faint smiles on their faces. “Baby 
Princess” was what they called me. 


The one who came up with it was Lord Damian’s younger sister or 
something. Indeed, I had childish facial features and I was the girl who had 
married for love, so there was no helping that I would be mocked like this. 


Receiving a nickname and having it made into a title meant that it was 
ingrained in people. Once a knight earned himself an alias, others would 
expect him to have a conduct that was worthy of it. In that same manner, no 
matter what I, Charlotte Abelfreya Fluegel, might say... I lived in Fluegel as 
the princess whom everyone would giggle at. 


Whenever I made a mistake, “it’s because she’s a child”. If I happened to 
rush towards Lord Damian, “it’s because she’s a child”. Whenever I said 
anything, “it’s because she’s a child”. 


If there was some magic spell that could turn me into a twenty-year-old 
right now, I would have taken it. It’d be great if I could instantly grab ahold 
of my dignity in a way that nobody would complain. But that was 


something that people had to be awarded to through the years, along with 
their efforts... 


I might have been the Baby Princess today as well — the day of the tea party. 


The chamberlain was in awfully high spirits, which one way or another was 
an omen for misfortune. I was watching from my bedroom as the elderly 
man briskly instructed the people around him. 


From the room where I stayed with Lord Damian, I could see the castle’s 
garden, the rose maze that started from the garden’s entrance veering to the 
side, and the castle town. Back when we had just married, we used to often 
gaze outside the window together, but now we couldn’t even talk for more 
than five minutes. 


Ever since succeeding the throne, Lord Damian was truly busy. He would 
be working while I waited for him in our room; by the time that I woke up, 
he would be by my side without me having realized it; as I stretched the 
creases that formed between his eyebrows while he was dreaming, he 
would wake up all of a sudden and then head off to the royal office again. 


I was depressed since morning, because why did I have to hold a tea party 
while my husband was working so indiscriminately? But, well, this was 
also part of my duties. It was important for me to mingle with other women 
from a social status similar to mine. The trust earned from them would help 
not just me but also Lord Damian. 


Those who controlled factions also had control of politics. Yes, yes, I knew 
that much. I had to do this exactly because things weren’t going well. In 
order to level up my speech skills, I had to start from taking up a stance. As 
my position was becoming worse, if I could get around here well, I would 
increase my authority in the royal territory without having to recreate 
myself. 


I understood the reasoning behind this. What the chamberlain said was 
correct. He was implicitly telling me to do right, and I was the one at fault 
for not managing it... 


The tea party was held in the garden outside at the arranged time. 


There were people that I hadn’t seen ever since my wedding ceremony, 
whom I greeted while turning my head around at an incredible speed. 
Whenever someone sprinkled the subject of political affairs here and there, 
I’d throw it back at them with a smile, literally tearing apart and flinging 
away whatever came at me on repeat. Although the scene actually looked 
like a peaceful conversation, under the surface, I, the queen, was being 
evaluated, so this was a battle. 


I thought I had done a really strenuous effort up until the middle of it. 
Instilling the impression that “My, so maybe the Baby Princess isn’t a bad 
person and is surprisingly smart when she talks?” was quite a success. The 
signs that I could make them deem me as worthy of standing by Lord 
Damian’s side were becoming visible. However, the very moment that Her 
Highness, the King’s young her sister, appeared in the tea party, everything 
I had set up crumbled down at once. 


She was pretty late from the scheduled time — rather, she suddenly showed 
up when it was already ending. 


Although she was close to me in age, she had a very adult appearance and 
was an awfully beautiful person. Renowned as one of Fluegel’s talented 
women, she was also involved with the National Assembly, and told us that 
she had rushed over because the meeting had ended just now. I had not yet 
been allowed to attend the meetings even though I was the queen, so I was 
terribly jealous... and a little miserable. 


Of course, whatever had been discussed there became the topic, which Her 
Highness told the women present, explaining in a simplified manner. What 
a wonderful person she was. 


Regardless, it felt like this was going to end as Her Highness’s tea party, 
even though it was mine. Well, that was okay too. Rather, it might be easier 
if there was someone to take the initiative to talk like this. I had a bug 
where I couldn’t speak very well to people whom I wasn’t close to, so I 
decided to leave it to her. 


Despite this being a tea party, I hadn’t eaten anything, so I had the feeling 
that I would get hungry in the evening. I wondered what we would have for 
dinner. 


Just like that, half of my soul disappeared somewhere else, so I didn’t 
notice that the subject had changed from state affairs to the next successor 
to the throne. 


“Queen, are you listening? If things continue the way they are, there will be 
no helping it if a concubine is appointed.” 


Since I hadn’t noticed it, I couldn’t react right away, even as I took the 
tremendous brutality of those words to the face. This had happened just a 
moment ago, so I didn’t remember very well what kind of reaction I’d had. 
I had the feeling that I had responded with a somewhat sluggish reply such 
as “aah” or “eeh”... much like the way that living creatures cried for the first 
time upon being born. 


I could immediately tell that Her Highness wasn’t satisfied with my answer. 


“Tt is because you are so laidback like this that the King has to fight the 
national affairs alone. You still intend to be here as a guest, not doing what 
you have to do, so everyone has to hold back and nobody can speak up their 
opinions. Talk more. Be more useful to the country. Most important of all, it 
has already been a year, yet nothing has been reported to us. Are you 
seriously discussing the succession with the King? If this goes on, someone 
will suggest a concubine for him.” 


With such words thrown at me in sequence, I—I had... I had a thought. That 
perhaps she was trying to make me lose heart. Wasn’t I being attacked right 
now? 


I looked around. Nobody attempted to open their mouths in order to defend 
me. There was no one. I had no one. 


All of them were waiting for my reaction. 


I knew this situation. I knew it very well. I wasn’t being treated as a person 
at the moment. My personality was being denied as well. The dignity that 
should be granted to the human being named Charlotte wasn’t being taken 
into account. 


However, I didn’t break. Why? 

Because I was used to being neglected. 

“Yes, I am truly doing a poor job. I believe it is as you say.” 
I was smiling. 


“However, it has not yet been decided what will be my part of the work and 
what will be the King’s, as we are in the process of deciding on it as a 
couple.” 


I was smiling mockingly. 


“Now that I have talked to all of you like this, I have concluded I should 
propose my thoughts to the parliament slowly, little by little.” 


I was... smiling. 


“T was the princess of my country. But now, I am the queen of Fluegel. I did 
not intend to be here in the position of guest, but it is true that I was 
restraining myself. But is that not the same for all of you? I am aware. 
Everyone has been... well, surrounding me from a distance and looking 
after me. I was fretting, as it would have been better for you to tell me more 
directly if there was anything wrong... By all means, I would like to have a 
frank exchange of opinions with you in the future... and I hope that we can 
help each other... as fellow women.” 


This was laughable. 


Her Highness was appalled. So was everyone else. She must have spoken 
so conflictingly due to thinking that it was sure to make me start crying. 


I wanted her to stop saying such stupid things. I was the former third 
princess of Drossel. Did she know what kind of country that was? It was a 
country where it was okay for women to become political tools. We were by 
no means granted the position to act freely like she did. As the shadows so- 
called “women”, we had no choice but earnestly do whatever we could. 


I was born in a country were women were consumed and worn down. To 
top it off, I had been raised mostly by courtiers, away from my biological 
parents. I hadn’t seen my mother in forever. 


Exhausted as a result of her marriage of convenience, Mother had Father 
build her a palace and secluded herself in it all day long every day. She did 
show up at the wedding ceremony, but she hadn’t even sent me a single 
letter after I had married off. She had probably already forgotten that she 
had given birth to me. 


But that was the country I had been born in. I had been raised by one of this 
country’s strong women — a carefully selected, tough woman. This person 
patiently educated me, even though my aptitude wasn’t good. She explained 
things to me over and over again. She scolded me a lot. She taught me so 
that I would be able to marry anyone and live anywhere. She had also 
predicted that a situation like this might happen. So she told me how to act 
during a quarrel with other women. 


That was why I smiled at times like these. 

My looks weren’t bad. I was no idiot. I knew what effects I would bring 
about if I smiled. There was little that I could do, but I was going to be the 
one firing the best shot here. 


I was a crybaby. I was a weakling. I was lonely. 


However, I had been taught well. No matter what, I couldn’t lose in times 
like these. I knew that much. 


I had been protected through the erasure of my personality. 


That day’s tea party was over right then, and thanks to the chamberlain 
saying that it would soon be time to bring it to a close, it ended well. 


At a later date, my feud or whatever with Her Highness would become a 
rumor around the royal palace, but that was a story of the future. In any 
case, it was over for now. Therefore, I was extremely relieved. 


The chamberlain let me return to my room unusually early and consoled me 
with a “you must be tired”. “You were excellent today,” he told me. 
Enveloping my shaky palms in his hands, which had wrinkles just like 
Alberta’s, he warmed them up. “No matter what happens, do not forget that 
you have one ally,” he said. 


From that, I understood a little something. That he, indeed, worried about 
me in his own way. I wasn’t fond of his way of doing things, but he had 
struggled as much as he could in order to do something to improve my 
position. 


He had seen what I had gone through today, so he was commending my 
brave fight. I had been subjected to violence today. I had been told such 
terrible things. Even though I—l... 


I was in love with Lord Damian. 


Both Drossel and Fluegel were aware of this. The citizens of both kingdoms 
knew it. And yet, aah, how embarrassing. But everyone knew. 


I was in love with that person. I was in love. 
“You have not sired a child after a year, so there might be need for a 
concubine. Therefore, if such a woman appears, you should accept it,” she 


said, despite knowing how much it would hurt me. 


I was told off. I was told off by the younger sister of the object of my 
affections. That was what she said to me. 


“Thank you, but please, let me be alone.” 


I still managed to keep my smile up, but as soon as I drove the chamberlain 
out of the room, the tears overflowed torrentially and I couldn’t stop them. 


There should be things more painful than that out there in the world. I 
looked like a fool for crying because of something like this. But right now, I 
was feeling like the most pitiful person in the world. I wanted to return to 
Drossel. I wanted to go home to Drossel. 


No, that wasn’t it. No, that wasn’t it. No, that wasn’t it. 


I wanted to go back to the person who would always allowed me to cry, no 
matter how much I did so. The person who would stay by my side. 


“Alberta...” 
I wanted to go back to Alberta. 


I knew it was stupid of me. But when I thought that a day might come when 
Lord Damian, my husband — the object of my affections —, would take 
another woman aside from me, it was so painful. My chest hurt — it hurt so 
much that it was hard to breathe. So I couldn’t contain my cries. 


I wondered what had gone wrong. 


Was it because I had started clamming up, since the chamberlain would 
always hammer me down by saying, “That kind of unheard-of behavior is 
not allowed here”, so I couldn’t speak the way I wanted to? Or was it 
because I was late to find out that not assertively addressing the royal 
family was bad manners, since I was in a position where I had to wait for 
people to talk to me first back in Drossel? 


Perhaps it was everything. 


Apparently, Fluegel hadn’t taken in a princess from abroad in the last sixty 
years, so maybe it was already difficult for them to accept a foreign object 
like me in the first place. Things would probably have been different if I 
were a great woman — yes, a woman like Her Highness -, yet I had nothing 


but tears. Still, was I such a horrible person that I had to be told such 
things? 


Aah, nothing — just nothing. Nothing was working out. It might be that 
nothing would go well from now on too. 


This thought swiftly made its way into my heart. 

All of a sudden, I was able to clearly hear the sounds around me. The noises 
of someone walking, the whistling of the wind outside, my own breathing. 
The way that the tears fell down as they dripped from my eyelashes, the 
way that I was suddenly looking at myself in a holistic manner. 

Yes, perhaps things would never work out from now onward. If so, then... 


Then, shouldn’t I run away? 


Several questions — such as to where, with whom and to do what — came to 
me, but I ignored them. I had probably broken down at that point. 


I dropped my own heart, which I had been cherishing as much as possible 
in order for it not to break, onto my feet. I had the feeling that I heard a 
clank when doing so. 

Maybe nothing would ever go well in the future. 

If so, then no matter how much I exerted myself, it would be useless. 
Maybe nothing would ever go well in the future. 

I had to run off to somewhere. 

Maybe nothing would ever go well in the future. 


Nobody was going to protect me. 


Maybe nothing would ever go well in the future. 


After all, this was a foreign country and Alberta wasn’t here. The only one 
who could protect me was... 


——Maybe nothing would ever go well in the future. 

The only one who could protect me was myself. 

Maybe nothing would ever go well in the future. 

I had to run away. 

Maybe nothing would ever go well in the future. 

I had to run. 

Maybe nothing would ever go well in the future. 

If I stayed here like this, I... I might seriously jump off the window. 


Once I thought this, I somehow felt like I couldn’t breathe anymore. When I 
came to my senses, I had left the room. 


The courtiers were busy cleaning up the tea party in the garden. The 
chamberlain had also gone outside in order to instruct them. If I came out of 
the room without making any sounds, nobody would chase after me right 
away. When I went into the corridor, there was a soldier, but he was only 
meant to see whoever entered and exited the place and wouldn’t follow me 
since he wasn’t my bodyguard. 


If it was now, perhaps no one would notice if I disappeared — if I happened 
to vanish. Once I thought this, I could no longer think of anything else. 


Before I realized, my hands and feet had moved. I slowly moved my whole 
body and left that place behind. 


I continued down the stairs and trotted through a passage that relatively few 
people used. Even then, I did pass by some people, but they didn’t seem to 
pay any mind to me. To begin with, they might not even have the 
conceptualization that the queen was running through the halls alone. 


It wasn’t like I wanted someone to call for me. However, no one did. No 
one tried to stop me. 


Which was why I was now hiding. I was in a corner of a maze of roses in 
the royal palace of this forest kingdom. 


I looked up at the sky. It was overcast. The air was a little heavy, so there 
was a chance of rain. 


Was anyone looking for me by now? No, they might not have noticed. I 
could bet a hundred of Drossel’s white camellias that they hadn’t. “That 
wouldn’t be a bet,” someone said from within my mind. 


—What will happen to me if I just stay here like this? 


I tried to think calmly. Firstly, I would get hungry. My body would get 
bitten by insects. The sky was looking shady, so rain might come pouring 
down on me. I would get a fever from the cold, and then... and then... and 
then... 


The power of my imagination was scarce, so the scenario ended there. 


Stretching out my dress’s sleeves and removing my long gloves, I plucked 
the grass with a bare hand. Picking up some rose petals that had fallen to 
the ground, I threw them into the air even though they would not fly too far. 
I looked almost like a child trying to contain her bad mood. Most likely, if 
anyone saw me, they would wonder what on earth the queen of Fluegel was 
doing. 


Why had I grown up to be like this? All I ever did was think big of small 
matters and be in a state of chaos. 


This wasn’t the married life I had envisioned. I did think there would be 
hardships, but — how should I put it? — I thought they would be rather 
different. I thought they would be something easier to grasp. 


I honestly didn’t know what I was fighting against. Her Highness probably 
hated my guts, but if I were asked whether she was my enemy, I would say 


she wasn’t, and I wasn’t mistaken about that. I did think she was cruel, 
though. 


What was I fighting against? What was I scared of? I kept on being 
intimidated by vague things that I didn’t understand very well and shutting 
off my typical behavior, and while I was so frightened, my evaluation from 
the people around me declined, thus I had come to the point of fleeing. 


What was I fighting against? Why was I fighting? Why was I... 
Why? 
Why was I all by myself right now? 


After that, I cried myself to exhaustion and fell asleep. Perhaps it was an 
extremely deep sleep, as I didn’t wake up even when night fell. Nobody 
realized that I was gone, so there was no ruckus over it. 


Therefore, I was able to stay asleep forever. 


While sleeping, I had a dream. I dreamed with the people of Drossel. Also, 
Violet — she appeared in it too. My favorite girl. 


She looked at me as I cried and said, just like before, “You are such a 
crybaby.” She also said, “I would like to cease your tears, but I do not have 
a handkerchief with me.” 


I told her that I didn’t need one and hugged her, asking her to stay by my 
side instead. 


I realized that, while I was crying on Violet’s chest, she had turned into 
Alberta. When I thought, “It’s Alberta”, the tears overflowed even harder. 


I appealed to Alberta. No matter what I said, no one listened to it seriously. 
No matter what I said, people would make faces, as if poking fun at me. No 
matter what I said, my situation never improved. No matter who I looked at, 
nobody would help me. No matter who I looked at, nobody was my ally. No 
matter where I searched, you wouldn’ be there. No matter where I 


searched, you wouldn'’t be there. No matter where I searched, you... you... 
you... 


“It’s because you’re not here, Alberta, that I’m so very weak.” 


Even a crybaby like me would be able to act high and mighty if you were 
there. I would’ve been able to maintain my dignity as a princess. But now I 
was everyone’s bootlicker. This wasn’t me. 


That was why my heart broke and, yes, I dropped it on the floor. 


“Alberta, did you not see my heart somewhere around here? I need it... I 
need it...” 


If I didn’t have it with me, Lord Damian would— 
“Were you waiting for me to search for you?” a husky voice whispered. 
That was when I woke up. 


Just like that one time, the Full Moon was looming over the night sky. The 
stars and moon were so beautiful in the blooming season of roses. 


In a dreamy state of mind, I blinked. The tears spilled again. When my 
husband saw me weeping, he embraced me as if to hide me from the night 
sky. 


“T will report to the soldiers that she has been found.” 
“T don’t want any fuss. Leave us for a while.” 


When I heard the voice of the chamberlain as well, my consciousness 
finally returned to reality. He had said “soldiers”. This might have turned 
into a big deal. But right now, I didn’t think it would be too scary even if 
my heart were destroyed. “Is that so,” was all I thought. 


This marriage might really be done for now. 


Once Lord Damian shooed him, he put his coat over me and crouched 
down. He gripped my hand, guiding me and carrying me in bridal style. 


“This makes me look like a child.” 
“No. You’re my wife, aren’t you? And a princess.” 


There wasn’t anything else I wanted to do, so I just nodded and did as I was 
told. 


The two of us went through the maze of roses. There was probably 
someone watching over us. The light of a lantern swayed in the distance as 
a guide. 


“Do you want to divorce from me?” Lord Damian muttered out of the blue 
with a quivering voice, leaving me in shock. I didn’t understand very well 
what he was saying. 


“Lord Damian, if you want to do so...” 


“That’s not it, Charlotte. I don’t want to break up with you... but I was 
wondering... if you might be thinking of doing that, right now...” 


I wasn’t sure what he was talking about. 


“Ralph, the chamberlain... has been telling me all this time. That if I were to 
take the hand of a princess from another country for the first time in sixty 
years, there would definitely be criticism. He told me to make sure to 
protect you when the time came.” 


What was he saying? 


“At first, I thought I was nailing it. I stayed by your side, so that no one 
could even try to say anything inappropriate to you...” 


What was he... saying? 


“But then I had to succeed the throne... there were tons of responsibilities 
stacked up in front of me, and I started looking only at those stacks... I 


didn’t even realize that you were in such a painful spot. It’s not your fault. 
I’m the one who isn’t ruling the country right, and for some reason, that’s 
being taken out on you. Stupid, isn’t it? It’s ridiculous. Everyone thinks it’s 
okay to do this to you just because you’re an outsider.” 


—You’re not the one to blame. I’m aware of my own defects too. 


“T also heard about what happened today. It seems you acted dauntless, even 
though my sister said something truly foolish to you...” 


—You’re not the one to blame. Lord Damian. I know it. I know that you 
look sour every night when you sleep. You’re doing your very best. You’re 
doing your best every day — every single day. I know that. You may be ten 
years older than me, but you’re also... 


“T’m... ’m pathetic. It’s fine if you complain. Yet you haven’t uttered a 
single grumble to me until now. Not to Ralph, either. We basked in the fact 
that you were holding back and nobody took notice of it. And so, we 
cornered you. Until you ran away, just like that.” 


—You’re also still so young. 

“T’m... pathetic... I cornered my own wife...” 

—So lost, so scared. 

“_..to the point that she ran away... barefoot.” 

— And shaking. 

“Charlotte, have you come to hate me already?” 

—Aah, Lord Damian. So you cry too, huh. For some reason, I used to 
think that you didn’t shed tears. I wonder why. You were a moonlit prince 
for me, so I thought you didn’t cry. But I see. That’s right, even you... 


“T like you. I want to stop your tears.” 


—Even you have a crybaby side. 





After Lord Damian had said so, I realized for the first time that I was 
barefoot. I had the feeling that I was wearing shoes when I left the room — I 
wondered what had happened. He told me that someone had looked for and 
retrieved them. For how long had they been searching for me? If it was 
enough to make this man cry, then they must have searched everywhere. 


Needless to say, I was such a handful of a woman. However, my heart, 
which had broken apart and scattered away, began setting itself in motion 
little by little. I could feel it regaining its warmth. 


The reason might be that, for the first time ever since I had married him, we 
had now finally become a couple. 


He asked me if I had anything that I wanted to do or that I wanted him to 
do. I told him that I wanted to see Alberta. He told me that he understood. 
He then asked if there was anything else, and so, I told him something that 
everyone had laughed at. We were had gone through a lot to be married, so 
I wanted to do something for both of our countries. I proposed that we build 
an orphanage near the national borders. Lord Damian didn’t laugh. He told 
me it would be great. 


“Let’s think things out together. I regret not talking about this before 
because I thought it might be a burden to you. From now on, let’s have 
proper talks, the two of us. About happy things, sad things, painful things. I 
want you to talk to me. And I also want you to listen to me,” he said. He 
then kept on asking if there was anything else... 


Lastly, I asked him to lock me up in the palace if he ever found himself a 
concubine. He got angry, saying he would never have one. We couldn’t be 
sure. It seemed we had no knack for child making. A concubine might be 
necessary. Lord Damian said that even then, he didn’t want one. 


And then... And then... And then... What was it again? 


I buried my face into Lord Damian’s neck. It had his scent, which always 
made my heart race whenever I sensed it. 


“Hey, maybe I want to kiss you right now. My face is a mess because I cried 
a lot, though. Would you do it even with a wife like this?” I asked. 


Lord Damian laughed while crying. “Even if you cry, you’re my lovely 
wife. Of course I’d do it.” 


Overjoyed at these words, I shed warm tears. 
When we kissed, as expected, it was a bit salty. My heart throbbed. 


“T’m still in love with you, but what about you?” I asked, making sure to 
sound as if any answer would be fine. 


Unsurprisingly, Lord Damian continued making a tearful face. “I actually 
only fell for you after we got married. So my heart’s beating really fast right 
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now. 
“T see. So our feelings are mutual. That’s amazing,” I said, impressed. 
“Then, what did you think it was until now?” he asked. 

“A one-sided love,” I answered sincerely. 


“Don’t you hear when I tell you that I love you every morning before I 
leave our room?” 


“T do, but I thought it was some sort of flattery...” 


“T’m not such a pro at that. When I like something, all I can say is that I like 
it. I’m very honest. You found that out on your tenth birthday, right?” 


“How nostalgic... I’ve been in love with you all this time since then.” 


I was living the aftermath of that story. I didn’t know whether it was a 
happy or sad one. But I would live, live and live. And this would probably 
go on forever. I was on my own in this royal palace. 


But I wasn’t all alone. 


“Damian, do you love me?” 
“T do, Charlotte.” 


I was living here, in this forest kingdom. 
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O God. And so, I came to know “ ”. 
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Isabella York and the Rain of Flowers 


OK KK 


I woke up in the still-dark room. 


It was probably raining today. The raindrops hit the windows as if asking 
me to open them. The wind also seemed strong. If there was anyone already 
up and about outside, they had to be a saint. 


I prayed. 


—O shit of a God, please. I mind not being a sinner; I simply do not want 
to get up. 


I did like the sound of rain, but I hated going to the school building under a 
downpour. It made my skirt cling to my tights, puffed up my shoes and 
caused my hair to look sort of like an upside-down flower. 


I didn’t like rainy mornings. I was okay with it nowadays, since I had 
clothes to change into, yet I had nothing but very afflicting memories of it 
from back when I was poor, so for many reasons, as one would expect, I 
wasn’t fond of rain. 


In order to fight off a desire for destruction that came to me on a regular 
basis, I pressed my face against a pillow and tried holding my breath. It was 
a so-called gradual suicide, but I could breathe normally, so it was useless. 


If anybody asked me whether I wanted to die or not, I’d say I didn’t. But if 
they asked whether I thought that the world should end or not, I’d say it 
should. 


Embracing this kind of thinking wasn’t weird or anything. I was in my 
teens, attending school and decidedly going to marry some unknown man in 
the future, which made me feel hopeless. 


So I never wanted morning to come. 


This everyday life was a leeway until I were put up on display as a product. 
I was being commercialized as each day went by. 


I understood that I was someone else’s accessory and asset. I was aware of 
this when making the deal, and I was living my life through it, so I was 
supposed to live upright without complaining about these things. 


——Aah, God, you’re so shitty. 


However, not being able to do so was human nature. I had no other choice, 
so I could do nothing but fight reality. 


I tossed my pillow away, looking around the room with a distorted field of 
vision. There was a shadow moving in the faint darkness. It appeared blurry 
to me since I didn’t have my glasses on, but I knew who that was. The 
shadow had already put on the school uniform and was preparing some tea 
for me to drink by the time I woke up. It made a squeaking sound as it 
moved. I could tell where the sound was coming from, which calmed down 
my jagged feelings a little. 


She was awake. My violet blossom. My secret maid was awake for me. 


Violet Evergarden — my maid — made squeaking sounds. To be precise, the 
source was her arms, as she had prosthetics. Either she had cut off both of 
her arms or someone had cut them. I didn’t know the circumstances, but 
those were the only artificial parts of her body. 


Even though this girl was like a personification of the word “silence”, her 
mechanical parts were unable to keep quiet, so they made noise no matter 
what. Although they were artificial parts of her, I deemed them to be 
human-like and very precious. 


“Are you awake?” 


My maid approached my bed. Her facial expression as she peeked at my 
face seemed a little worried. 


I had an attack yesterday and kept coughing the whole time afterwards. All 
along, I had spent long hours repeatedly wanting to sleep and being unable 
to, but the fact I had woken up meant that I fell asleep at some point. 


When I asked her at what moment I had fallen asleep, she replied, “You 
became able to breathe normally while I was stroking your back.” As I 
commented that both she and I were short on sleep, she retorted, “It is 
enough sleep for us to function.” 


Her responses were so machine-like that it didn’t feel like I was talking to a 
human being. My maid was probably very, extremely, tremendously weird. 


She actually wasn’t a maid, but rather a professional woman who worked as 
an Auto-Memories Doll at a postal company from a southern country. Just 
the fact that she had prosthetic arms was already shrouded in mystery to 
begin with. 


Somehow, the entirety of her was a bit doll-like. 


Peeking from between the gaps of her golden hair, her blue eyes were 
enthralling gemstones that shone well even in the dark. Her voice sounded 
like a skylark and every single part that made up her body was a neat work 
of art. I couldn’t help but envy her appearance as a fellow girl. 


“Violet.” 


She was the second person in my life who I found worthy of pouring my 
passion into. The second one was my little sister, and they occupied an 


eternal spot in my heart. 


“How about we sleep together for a little longer...?” I took her arm. I then 
put up some strength and pulled her in. She looked so fragile, yet she didn’t 
even budge. How should I put it? Her force was something that couldn’t be 
explained with just having a strong trunk. 


“Tt is morning.” 


This maid didn’t understand the feelings of a lost child who grieved about 
the world and loved her bed. 


“Let’s pretend that I’m not well and take a rest together.” 
“Are you unwell?” 


I had grown up as brash as wild flowers that bloomed in fields, and now 
that I had been nursed, my body was very much active. 


“T wanna sleep clinging to you under the covers for a bit, just to earn some 
courage for getting up.” 


“In order to earn the courage to get up, you will do something that increases 
drowsiness?” Her face showing that she didn’t understand me at all, Violet 
stripped me of my blankets. “Pardon me, Milady. But you are not allowed 
to be late.” She ignored my scream, and just when I thought she was 
suddenly going to approach me in my sleepwear, she reached her hands out. 
Placing them around my back and under my tights with smooth movements, 
she lifted me, carrying me bridal style. Could it be that, if I didn’t have any 
courage for it, she was going to make me get up physically? 


Violet, you don’ realize that you’re attractive. If you do something like 
this, even the heart of a girl who was despairing at this world will give up 
on dying and try to live at full throttle. 


“Violet, Violet!” 


——She’ll get up in order to savor her time with you, even if just for a little 
bit. 


“Ves?” 


“L-Let me go...” my voice came out thin. To think I could let out a voice 
like that. 


Violet peeked at my face from a short distance. 


—Don‘t. You’re too close. I don’t want you to look at me when I just woke 
up. 


“Tf I let go, you will run from me, Milady.” 


I covered my face with both of my hands in shame. “They call you ‘knight 
princess’ because you do this kind of stuff...” 


Not reacting to my utmost resistance, Violet took me to the washbasin like a 
prince. 


Sitting on top of a mountain range, this academy was literally a women’s 
garden. Those who attended it were girls that either would be handed over 
to buyers like goods after graduating, such as myself, or who wouldn’t go 
through that but already had their futures decided for them. The other 
women were just teachers, clerical staff and maids who were allowed to 
accompany us for a fixed period after admission. 


Although there were various circumstances involving Violet and I, our 
public stance was of a mistress and her maid. But in reality, it was more 
accurate to say that we were a wild girl who had to become a lady and her 
mentor. She was a maid who would be with me for a limited time, so she 
would eventually disappear from my sight. 


Lately, I was conscious of the deadline for her to be gone from my life, so I 
was actively trying to make memories with her. Had she realized that or 
not? She was never mean to me, even when I clung and coiled around her 
like a kitten wanting to be cared for by its parent cat. She wasn’t the kind of 
person who liked being touched, so it was probably out of kindness that she 
let me do it. 


On that day, Violet and I arrived at school barely on time, and for some 
reason, the atmosphere of the school was different from usual. How should 
I describe it? Everyone looked enlivened, as if excited... My watchful eyes 
were on the relatively sharp side, so I was able to notice that right away. But 
I didn’t interact with anyone other than Violet, so in the end, I only figured 
out what everyone’s unknown exaltation was about after classes were over. 


“Violet, look. There’s men.” 


I saw many carriages lining up in front of the main gate, which was the only 
entrance and exit to the school. There were men driving the carriages. A 
man got off the carriage and waved his hand at a student who seemed to 
have been waiting for him. There were men who could be thought to be 
fathers, older brothers — anyway, men who seemed close to the girls. We 
racked our brains, wondering who was which. 


I had received a briefing back when I enrolled into this school. The only 
men that could enter this place were relatives and those who would later 
become our fiancés. Other than this, everyone was female. Bringing in an 
unrelated man was said to be completely impossible. This was apparently a 
countermeasure, as it wasn’t acceptable for girls who were supposed to be 
managed as goods to lower their own market value by doing things such as 
having one-night stands, falling for someone of different social status and 
other stuff that I didn’t understand very well. Was love between girls okay? 
I was always asking myself that. 


“True... How strange. Might there have been... some sort of incident? I am 
going to ask around, so please wait a little while. I must find out whether it 
is something that will put you at risk or not.” 


“Eh, no need. If it’s just asking, I can do it myself.” 


“T am acting as your maid, so I believe it would be odd for you to be the one 
doing the asking.” 


“Nope, nope. What’re you gonna do?” 


“Regarding what?” 


“What’re you gonna do if a coachman falls for you? You’ve got a pretty 
voice. He might fall in love after just one sentence. You’re mine for now, so 
I won’t allow that. I also don’t wanna let anyone see your face. Stay here.” 


“Milady, it is difficult to understand what you say sometimes.” 


“That’s fine; just stay here,” I said, trotting toward the vicinity of the 
carriage queue. There was only one road to the school, so the way that the 
Carriages were lined up in a row was incredible. I spoke to a coachman who 
looked bored and was smoking a cigar, “Excuse me; may I ask a question?” 


At this point in time, I was already internalizing the etiquette and 
mannerisms of a lady, which Violet had taught me, so I was able to act 
excellently courteous. In a haste, the coachman hid the cigar behind him 
and fixed himself. “W-What is it... hum, young lady?” 


When I asked what the line was for, I earned an immediate answer. I 
retreated, going back to Violet, who was on stand-by as I had told her. At 
first, | walked gracefully, which gradually turned into a sprint, and finally, I 
ran quite fast and jumped into her chest. Violet was used to my fooling 
around, so she had her arms open halfway, readying herself to catch me. 


“Milady.” 
“What?” 
“What was it, after all? That procession.” 


Engrossed as I was on enjoying being in her arms, I had forgotten my initial 
goal. 


“Aah, it’s for a festival, they said.” 
“Festival...” 
“There’s a city at the mountain foot, yeah? They’re gonna hold a local 


festival over there today. Looks like there’l] be theater troupes, acrobats and 
stuff like that too.” 


This academy was basically designed so that we would be kept in 
confinement once we entered it, until we graduated. To the people who had 
family members and fiancés, this meant not being able to see them either. 
By the looks of it, they had set a day for the students and their loved ones to 
meet up and enjoy themselves, as a relief measure. This had nothing to do 
with me. Because such visitors wouldn’t turn up for me. But I had realized 
something. 


“Then, shall we go? Your health has settled down, but you still cough every 
now and then, I recommend resting for today...” 


If I missed out on this day, most likely... 

“Milady, what is the matter?” 

...1 might never get to go to a festival again in my life. 
“Violet.” 


Besides, although just for a little while, I had my dearest maid next to me. If 
I went to the festival with her, I’d surely remember it countless times from 
this point on. 


“Hey, Violet.” 


Whatever painful things might happen to me, I would think to myself, 
“That day was so fun.” 


“Violet, we can take the day off today, right?” 


I would definitely look back on it. When I thought that, the choice of 
holding back flicked off and flew right out of my head. 


“Yes... We can review the lessons. However, fighting fully recovered will 
earn you far better achievements than fighting in a state of exhaustion.” 


“You have such a disturbing way of talking. Anyhow, we’ve got free time, 
don’t we?” 


“We... do.” 


It would seem that Violet had sensed something not so good in the air. I 
gave her a smile of satisfaction. “Let’s go to the festival too.” Balling my 
fists, I readied myself to persuade her. “Looks like the only ones who have 
permission to go out of campus are the students whose parents made the 
request for it. But if so many students are going outside, then the teachers 
keeping watch shouldn’t be able to handle them all.” 


Violet was silent. 


“See, if we get close to the carriage queue as if we’re looking for my 
family, like everyone else, the gate watchers won’t mind it. If we drift to the 
side just like that and go into the woods, nobody will find us, right? There’s 
only one road to the mountain foot, so if we follow along, it should be easy 
to escape.” 


Violet remained silent. 


“The problem would be the money, huh. I’ve got nothing on me. Well, 
guess even just looking would be fun enough... Hey, we can, right? I’ve 
done quite a lot of effort up to this day. And you’ll soon... go back to your 
original job. There’ll be no class tomorrow anyway. Let’s both have a 
break... for at least one day.” 


Violet... 
“Can’t we stop being a lady and her maid and just have fun... as two girls?” 
...continued to be silent. 


I had learned something from living with her. Whenever she fell silent, it 
was usually because she was thinking about what the other person was 
saying. She didn’t react right away, and after processing it thoroughly in her 
head, she would develop her own logic with flawless grounding. That was 
Violet. 


I expected that the longer her silence, the longer the upcoming counter- 
argument would be, but after about three round trips of her gaze between 
the gate and I, Violet took a small sack out of her bag. Instead of giving a 
lecture, she whispered to me in a low voice, as if telling me a secret, “I have 
a little more if we go back to our room, but this is all I have in hands.” 


There was a number of coins inside. If anything happened, it was enough a 
sum for her to be able to deal with it. 


“If we go back once, the eyes of the dorm supervisor will memorize us. It 
would be possible to go back to the room and come down through the 
window, but it is wiser to go down to the city like this, while no one is 
aware of us.” The blue-eyed girl shot a serious look at me. “What will you 
do, Milady?” 


My mouth was agape for a moment. I didn’t think at all that the Violet 
Evergarden would be on board with this. I was so surprised that I let out a 
weird laugh, “Heh—Hehe...” 


My heart warmed up and something slowly overflowed from it. It was 
probably my romantic feelings towards her, my friendship with this doll- 
like girl — these kinds of things, all of which were so precious, little by 
little. 


“So Violet, you wanna go too... to the festival.” 


“Milady, it is certain that you need rest. And in the past few months, I have 
learned that your notion of rest is different from mine.” 


“What’s with that...?” 


“Rather than by just staying put and resting your body, Milady... you are 
less likely to cough by doing something ‘fun’... Surely, the festival is your 
idea of fun, is it not?” 


“Of course...” 


“Well then,” Violet said, grabbing my hand. She intended to escort me. 
Obviously, I firmly squeezed her hand back. “I am unskilled in such 
matters, but I shall do my very best. To protect and guide your student life 
is my current mission. Considering your health as the priority, I will make 
an exception this time...” 

“Violet’s going out to have fun with me! Today’s an awesome day!” 

“This is medical treatment for your mind, not playing around...” 

“Say you’ ll have fun with me!” 

“T will.” 

I was aware of it. This Doll was surprisingly weak to pressure. 

We passed through the gates and hid behind trees, escaping the school in the 
mountains while becoming covered in leaves. I couldn’t bite down a happy 
smile as we walked, grinning the whole way. 

We, who couldn’t go anywhere, were going somewhere just for today. 

We were just going to the city. That was all. 

That was all, and yet... 


“Geez, I’m having enough fun already. Even though we’re just walking.” 


“The city is not yet on sight and we are truly just walking down a mountain, 
though.” 


“Tt’s fun for me. I’m gonna watch the festival with you, y’ know?” 
“Yes.” 
“That’s... That’s really fun!” 


I was laughing the entire time. 


By the moment that we arrived at the mountain foot city, the sun was 
heeling over a bit. But this in turn gave the festival an uplifting feeling. 


People who had finished their work were cheerfully eating, drinking and 
singing popular songs unknown to me. Children were running around 
wearing flower crowns. Everyone who was done with their day’s labor and 
study was gathered here today. And they were trying to enjoy the festival. 
There was an odd sense of solidarity in that. 


Just as I wondered what kind of festival this was anyway, I found it nailed 
on the city’s bulletin board. This seemed to be a flower festival. A festival 
to admire flowers was most certainly appropriate for this time of the year, 
when the school’s rose garden was in full bloom. 


“Ladies, hold it right there.” 


As we were called all of a sudden, Violet and I halted with a flinch. An old 
man carrying a basket filled to the brim with flowers was beckoning us. We 
had no intention to do anything bad, but since we had gone out without 
permission to leave campus, our outward appearance was terrible. 


Violet stood in front of me as if for protection. “Something wrong?” 
“You girls are from the school up in the mountain, right?” 
“Yes.” 


“T’ll give you a present from the city... Which do you prefer...? You students 
from over there make a lot of purchases once in every year, SO we give out 
flower crowns to you.” 


Violet and I looked at each other’s faces. The actual situation was that big- 
name rich men were putting their offspring in a prison, but apparently, in 
the eyes of the city folk, we passed off the impression that we were well- 
paying customers who came by every so often. Rather than saying anything 
weird about that, it was probably best to accept these circumstances. 


“Tl have many combinations. Do you like roses? See, there’s yellow, red— 
pick whichever you like.” 


“Milady, which one do you want?” 


“Something with red flowers on it, I guess... Ah, Violet, take this one for 
you. It’s got purple flowers. Mister, are these violets?” 


The flower crowns were so adorable enough to make one feel bad taking 
them for free. But other than us, there were several actually wealthy people 
bringing profit to this city today, so it should be fine for us to get a small 
share of the benefits. 


I put on Violet’s head the flower crown that I had chosen for her. After 
staring fixatedly at her, I started undoing her hair without question. 


“Milady, why are you... Do you intend to sell my hair?” 


“That’s not it. It suits you better this way. We don’t have a mirror, so we 
can’t see for ourselves. Say, don’t I look weird?” 


Now it was Violet’s turn to touch my hair. She gazed at it for a bit, as if 
deep in thought. 


“You look cuter with the braids.” 

“Uh, t-thanks.” 

Violet said I looked cute. I lowered my head to hide my embarrassment. 
The ground covered in petals. As expected of a flower festival. 

“We truly seem like little girls.” 

Violet’s muttering came down on me while I was observing the colorful, 


brick-framed streets. She would sometimes whisper things these — words 
that I couldn’t tell whom she was saying to. 


I raised my head and said, “In fact, we are. Aren’t we girls who are close in 
age?” 


“Yes.” 
“Violet, what do you think you are?” 
a SSek: 


I couldn’t hear it very well. When I made a puzzled face, I felt that Violet 
replaced what she actually wanted to say with different terms. 


“T am my master’s asset.” 
“Eh, ‘asset’...? ‘Master’... as in me? The clients that contract you?” 


“No,” Violet said, shaking her head. “I am... the asset of my master. Up to 
this day, I have never felt that I am a girl. No matter where I go.” 


Just as I didn’t talk much about my background, Violet didn’t talk about 
hers. 


“If you ask me what I am, this is it. I never even imagined that I would 
come to live a daily life like this one. Therefore... 1 was deeply moved at the 
fact that something like this could happen if I lived long enough.” 


“That so?” 


— You say “long enough”, but you’re still in your teens. So you’ve been 
living your life assuming how long it would last until now... 


“But you’re a girl.” 


Just like me, there was something dangerous about this Doll. Besides, I had 
noticed one thing. I had an inkling of it. 


—RHey, Violet. Why do you caress your brooch so often? Hey, Violet. A 
while ago, you whispered someone’s name when you looked at our chapel’s 
stained glass, didn’t you? Who was it? Hey, Violet. Your body is full of 


scars. Who did that to you? What did you have to do to become like that? 
Hey, Violet. You have someone you like, don’t you? I’ve been observing you 
every day, so even I can tell that much. I’m jealous of that master of yours 
and I hate him. This girl thinks so much about him. I wonder where he is 
and what he’s doing right now. 


I could see many of the school’s students around the city. Most of them 
were accompanied by either their guardians or fiancés, but quite a few girls 
weren’t. All of them were wearing flower crowns. 


“Did they walk the way down the mountain?” 


“Most likely... they arranged carriages in advance and asked to pick them 
up at the academy. We were able to leave by ourselves, so probably no one 
would notice if two female students hopped into a carriage without the 
escort of an accompanier.” 


“Ah, I see. That’s so smart.” 


I refrained from saying “how about we do that next year”. Violet wouldn’t 
be around next year. 


“If we are able to catch a carriage on the way back, let’s do the same. You 
cannot afford to tire yourself too much on your day off.” 


“Kay.” I kept up my smile, but the warmth in my voice had gone down just 
a little. 


Since Violet was staring intently at me, I frantically attempted to act 
cheerful. She was going along with my wishes. I had to make it so that she 
wouldn’t have to cater to my needs any further. 

“Hey, what’re we gonna do? What should we go see first?” 


“Whatever you wish, Milady.” 


“No can do. We gotta choose something that both of us like.” 


From this point on, we really just played around. We ate delicious food, 
gawked while watching the polished techniques of acrobats, mingled with 
the circle of citizens as we danced to their music, and joined hands to spin 
round and around, forgetting about dance etiquette. 


The world had probably stopped for an instant while we were dancing, I 
thought. This moment did happen. It was only for a second, though. 


Within that spinning world, with the festival of scattered flower petals in the 
background, she smiled. 


“Like the world would stop because of one smile; how stupid,” my old self 
would have said, but my current self wasn’t like that. 


After all, the person in question was Violet Evergarden. 

Her facial expressions rarely ever changed. They did exude some emotion, 
but she had never smiled like that until now. While she was with me, just 
the two of us dancing in the middle of so many people, she smiled for an 


instant. That was an incredible thing. 


I had no idea what was so funny to her. It might have not been me. Perhaps 
something about the scenery had struck a chord. But if anything had welled 
up within her just like me, then that would be a really... 


“Hey, Violet.” 

.. really, really... 

“Yes?” 

“What a wonderful festival, huh?” 
.. really amazing thing. 

“Yes, it is a wonderful festival.” 


I saw myself reflected in her eyes. Surely, she was reflected in my eyes too. 


We had little time left to be at this short a distance from each other. 


If time were purchasable, I’d definitely buy it. Regardless of whether I’d 
get criticized for it, I would’ve done it. After all, Violet was looking at me. 
To think that such a marvelous time was going to end. Aah, that was a lie, 
wasn’t it? 


“Violet, hey.” 
I wouldn’t be able to see her anymore. 
“Yes, Milady.” 


We probably would never get to see each other again. We lived in different 
worlds. 


God was really a disgusting fellow, I thought. 


It would’ve been better if our feelings were easier to understand. For 
example, if I were a guy, I would’ve been able to spew out these emotions 
swirling in my chest more honestly. I would’ve managed to say it. I surely 
would’ve said it loud and clear. But right now, all I could do was to use the 
fact that we were two girls and muster a confession to the best of my 
abilities. 


“T like you.” 


This was my very best. It was an inoffensive way to convey my feelings. It 
didn’t go beyond the classification of friendship. Such a harmless sentence, 
which wouldn’t cause her any trouble. But that was actually not the case. 


“T like you.” 
“Yes.” 
That was actually not the case. 


“Tf only you tell me that you like me too, today would be the greatest day 
ever...” 


“Milady, you treasure words, right?” 
That was actually not the case. 


“Is it okay for a ghostwriter to be saying that? Words matter, don’t they? 
We’re supposed to say them aloud and we also want to hear them.” 


“Yes. However, I am here right now...” 

That was actually not the case. 

“T am here, spending time with you.” 

That was actually not the case. 

“Holding hands and dancing...” 

I liked her much, much... 

“_..while spinning round and around.” 

..much, much more than that. 

“Milady, you excel at pleading. However, if you think that you... always 
push me down and that your demands are being shoved down my throat just 
because you are so good at it, then you are mistaken.” 


Much more. I liked her a whole, whole lot. 


“You are the kind of person who searches for violets to be my flower 
crown.” 


——TI like you. 


“The kind of person who says you are having fun while walking down a 
mountain with me.” 


—I’m in love with you. 


“T am an asset... Milady, I cannot explain everything to you, but I am an 
asset.” 


— TI like you, I like you, I like you. 

“However, you truly...” 

——I like you, Violet. 

“|.express your favor so straight-forwardly...” 
——Even if people tell me I can‘*t, I’m in love with you. 


“..without any pretense or self-interest... that it makes me feel like looking 
for and giving you anything. It makes me want to fulfill your wishes.” 


— God, please. Stop time right here right now. 


I thought that was the same as saying that she liked me. That was probably 
the case. She already had someone that she liked, but amidst that, she was 
returning my affection in the best way she could. She considered me 
likable... as a fellow girl. 


I wanted this moment to stop, I thought. I wanted it to stop. 
“Yeah, make them come true.” 


She felt affection towards me. I wanted to stop this moment. Stop it forever. 
I wanted her to think of me like that for all eternity. If we had to part one 
day, if we would soon no longer be able to see each other, then I at least 
wanted to stay as someone she liked. Rather than someone who thrust their 
own ideas at her and caused her problems. 


“Make lots of my wishes come true, until the end... okay?” 
“Yes,” 


I believed that was a form of love. 


I would probably look back on this day countless times. Over and over, in 
the long life I would have from now on. 


I woke up in the still-dark room. 


It was probably raining today. The raindrops hit the windows as if asking 
me to open them. The wind also seemed strong. If there was anyone already 
up and about outside, they had to be a saint. 


I prayed. 


—O shit of a God, please. I mind not being a sinner; I simply do not want 
to get up. 


I did like the sound of rain, but I hated going to the school building under a 
downpour. It made my skirt cling to my tights, puffed up my shoes and 
caused my hair to look sort of like an upside-down flower. 


I didn’t like rainy mornings. I was okay with it nowadays, since I had 
clothes to change into, yet I had nothing but very afflicting memories of it 
from back when I was poor, so for many reasons, as one would expect, I 
wasn’t fond of rain. 


In order to fight off a desire for destruction that came to me on a regular 
basis, I pressed my face against a pillow and tried holding my breath. It was 
a so-called gradual suicide, but I could breathe normally, so it was useless. 


If anybody asked me whether I wanted to die or not, I’d say I didn’t. But if 
they asked whether I thought that the world should end or not, I’d say it 
should. 


Embracing this kind of thinking wasn’t weird or anything. I was later going 
to be dressed up to marry an unknown man that I had only seen once, which 
made me feel hopeless. 


So I never wanted morning to come. 


This everyday life was a leeway until I were put up on display as a product. 
I was being commercialized as each day went by. 


I understood that I was someone else’s accessory and asset. I was aware of 
this when making the deal, and I was living my life through it, so I was 
supposed to live upright without complaining about these things. 


——Aah, God, you’re so shitty. 


However, not being able to do so was human nature. I had no other choice, 
so I could do nothing but fight reality. 


I tossed my pillow away, looking around the room with a distorted field of 
vision. The shadow that once moved in the faint darkness... was not here. It 
was nonexistent. The shadow that wore a school uniform and prepared tea 
for me to drink by the time I woke up was not around. Neither was the 
squeaking sound that it made as it moved. 


She was not here. My violet blossom. My secret maid. Violet Evergarden. 


That squeaking noise was not a part of my daily life anymore. Even the 
days at the academy were far-off like popping bubbles. If I were to compare 
the few months I spent with Violet with the daily life that I would have 
from this point onward, which would begin with the marriage that I was 
about to face, it was truly a blink of eye. 


What was going to happen to me? Was this the best for me? I wanted to ask 
that to someone. But there was no one to answer. I had no choice in the first 
place. 


“Big Sis.” 
I had no choice. 


The wedding between me and the man who had decided to buy me was 
apparently going to be a pretty luxurious event. No, really, this was going to 
be one hell of an exhibit. It could be called a large-scale spectacle. 


I was set up as a girl of weak physique who had been raised in secret, but I 
didn’t think that every single person at the ceremony would buy that. Did 
successors turn up that conveniently? The fact that my father was the kind 


of man who enjoyed having love affairs was known to the people around 
him. So this was, in fact, a spectacle. 


I had seen my father for the first in a long time. He was the very person 
who set up this spectacle. He spoke two or three sentences to me, but that 
was the end of the conversation. When I thought that I was supposed to 
walk the wedding aisle while touching that person’s arm, I got chills. It 
would be great if I didn’t have to see him again until his funeral, but I 
would probably meet him a number of times per year. 


If there was anything I was grateful to him for, it was only that he gave me 
eyeglasses. That he had asked an acquaintance of his from a royal palace if 
she knew any good private tutors. That this person had appointed Violet 
Evergarden to be my mentor. And that he was probably fulfilling his 
promise to protect my treasure. 


I was going honor our contract. As long as he was also doing so, I would 
honor our contract. 


This was a deal with the devil. Before I made my choice, I had heard a 
voice in my head. It said that anyone who went beyond that point should 
cast away all hope. 


I dressed up into my wedding attire but had to leave my glasses in 
someone’s care. I couldn’t see myself very well. If so, then I wouldn’t be 
able to see the groom’s face either. My eyesight had deteriorated 
considerably in the last few years. 


As it seemed that I couldn’t walk properly, the groom became worried. He 
was a lot older than me, so when we were next to each other, it looked like I 
was his daughter. 


He asked several times if I was okay. Each of those times, I replied to the 
blurry person in my clouded field of vision that I was fine. Perhaps 
concerned that I was accepting this situation too complacently and was so 
silent that it appeared I was losing my emotions, this time, he asked if I felt 
okay. 


What, so he was a relatively nice person. By the looks of it, he was going to 
treat me like a human being, in a way. 


—It doesn’t even have anything to do with you whether I have feelings or 
not. I’m not the one you need. Not Amy Bartlett. It’s Isabella York, from the 
lineage of the famous York family. You gave a large sum to buy this product, 
so you don’t have to worry about its feelings. Also, look, the ceremony is 
about to begin. 


As I was quietly exasperated, the groom whispered to me, “Even if you 
have a lover or something, please don’t run away for now.” 


“T won't...” 

Aah, he really was the kind who talked too much. 
“After we marry, you can do whatever you want.” 
“T’m thankful for that, but...” 

“T’Il do as I please too.” 


—TI see. So you’re also a product. I wonder if someone forced this 
wedding upon you too. If people can’t have proper autonomy even when 
they’re this much of a grown-up, then I’ll forever be in the position of a 
caged bird. My, my, life is like being in the dark. 

“Did you not... have someone that you like...?” 

“Why are you asking something like that?” 


“T’m just being sentimental... If you, by any chance...” 


——Stop; we don’t need conversation. Why do you care? Look, the wedding 
ceremony’s gonna start soon. Be quiet, old man. 


“Tf you didn’t even know love at your age, it’d be too pitiful.” 


—Be quiet. 


“Tt’s okay; I did fall in love.” 
The hymn began playing. 
——Now, time to open the curtains of this show. 


To those who are going beyond this point: cast away all hope. 
To those who are going beyond this point: cast away all hope. 
To those who are going beyond this point: cast away all hope. 


The bridegroom went ahead. The happy bride locked arms with the father 
who had raised her. 


The two liars walked up the aisle. 


A clown, much like all clowns would do, should act as was expected. 
Should laugh amicably, looking happy. Should perform a number for 
everything. 


—You can do this, Amy Bartlett. You can do this. You acquired “eternity” 
by throwing everything away. Even if there’s no hope ahead, you’ve gotten 
yourself a spoonful of courage. An unimaginable present from God. You can 
recall it anytime. Look, the wedding venue is full of flowers. There’s a rain 
of petals blowing about. They’re so colorful and pretty, huh? Just like on 
that day. I haven’t forgotten it. P’Il keep remembering it forever. Many times 
over. That you were there. That you smiled. That we spun round and around 
holding hands. That you put a flower crown on my head. It was almost like 
a wedding ceremony, wasn’t it? I wonder if you remember. I said it on that 
day. I said that I liked you. Even though I hid it under our friendship, the 
truth is... 


Violet Evergarden. 


—...I was in love with you. It’s okay if you never find out about that, for 


all eternity. 
Wi. = 





Booklet 5 


There was noon on that day. 


OK KK 


Amy Bartlett and the Spring Sunshine Filtered through Leaves 
oR KK 


—Cloudy day with soft breeze. 
I have early mornings and late nights in me. Hardly any noon. 


In the morning, while listlessly getting up, I make sure to live my life hoping 
that something will begin. Nothing ever happens, but even then, I live while 
thinking, “Today’s definitely gonna be the day.” In general, that’s how my 
days are. 


Noon is literally a eulogy in my life. It’s when I feel happy being around 
people, having fun and wanting to savor that moment forever and ever, 
wishing for it to last an eternity. Like, “O time, do stop. Everything is so 
beautiful and precious.” 


At night, I’m distressed. Anything that catches my eyes is a nuisance and I 
want to destroy it all. I feel irritated and filled with a desire for ruin, 
wanting to hurry and end this life of mine, to disappear like popping 
bubbles. “You, and you too — be gone,” I’d wish. 


My life is just morning and night. I’ve only had a taste of noon a handful of 
times. 


My life already had intense ups and downs in the first place. I didn’t have a 
father ever since I was born and my mother was murdered by a thug. I, a 
weak living creature that was supposed to be protected, grew up without 
any protection... until my body completely developed into one that could no 
longer be considered a child’s. After a repetition of so many nights, I 
arrived at my current self. 


Amy Bartlett. 
Isabella York. 
And now, I had yet another surname. 


There’s only night going on inside me. Both my life and my emotions are too 
much of a mess. I’ve never once attempted to give them a clean form. 


This world that was so unkind to me should disappear. 


But once I came to know noon, I found myself thinking that maybe I’Il get to 
bathe in sunlight one more time. That I might experience another beautiful 
moment. What an idiot I am. I’m sure it’s never gonna happen again. 


These are my morning records as I wait for noon. 
—Loudly whistling winds, sunny. 


I’ve grown used to writing on this diary, but come to think of it, I haven't 
written down the reason why I started using it. I also have to write stuff to 
read over again someday, after I turn into an old lady. 


I got a diary with a lock to celebrate my birthday. Getting a diary as a gift 
was something unsettling to react to. Maybe because I only had dicey 


feelings for the person who gave it to me. 


Who the dicey person is? The one who plays the role of my spouse: my 
honorable husband. 


By the looks of it, he was deeply sorry for forgetting my birthday. 


The man who performs the role of my husband is from a family worthy of 
someone like “Isabella York”. He’s supposedly a diligent and prudent 
spouse, who received a high-grade education and is far apart from me in 
age. 


That aside, is he stupid or something? 


I often ask myself this question in regards to that old man, despite how 
sorry I feel about it. I have to laugh. 


My birthday was two months ago, dear husband. You were far too late. 


Besides, I’m not the type to faithfully keep a diary. If you knew me better, 
you wouldn’t have thought of giving me one. 


Let’s see... if it were my little sister, she would’ve given me colorful 
wildflowers. Decorating the dinner table with them might not fill up my 
stomach, but looking at them would make me feel at ease. 


If it were my violet blossom, she surely would’ve given me ribbons to tie my 
hair with. After all, she always arranged my hair for me. Ever so smoothly, 
with her artificial fingers — she was such a skilled person. 


Honestly, if I were to receive anything from the only two women I’ve ever 
loved, I’d be overjoyed even if they just gave me a tuft of grass from 
somewhere in the area. 


That he was the one who gave me this diary was probably a big factor as to 
why I couldn't be sincerely happy about it. That’s what I thought after self- 
analyzing this subtle feeling. 


But, well, he didn’t have any bad intentions. The fact that he had gifted me 
with a diary of beautiful biding, in spite of not knowing what to buy for the 
much younger girl who played the role of his wife, was proof of his effort. 
He had already purchased clothes and jewelry for me at the time of our 
marriage, and he probably thought that this would be suitable of a gloomy 
girl who was always secluded in her bedroom at the estate. In any case, I 
would’ve preferred a book. 


My honorable husband only acts as a spouse whenever he suddenly 
remembers to do so. In a way, he must have a feeling of obligation for 
taking me as his bride. 


He locks his own wife up in the mansion and lets a lover whom he’s 
apparently had since before our marriage frequent his home. His barely 
existing conscience probably hurt because of that. 


You don’t have to mind me, though. I don’t care about you either. 


We both sold our souls in exchange for something. He got himself a 
bloodline of nobility and connections. And I got myself a means to protect 
the little girl whom I love most in the world. The two of us sealed a contract 
because there were things that we wanted. If I were to say it, we’re a pair 
that managed to get their hands on something even at the cost of our own 
souls. 


We just happen to have one thing in common, but we don’t like each other in 
the slightest. We can never be a couple. 


That, we already know. 


I call my husband “old man” in my head and I think he’s probably 
nicknamed me “shitty brat” in his. We don’t get along. We were also raised 
in different ways. Our conversations don’t mesh. 


When passing each other, we confirmed our respective intentions. As in, “It 
doesn’t seem that we’ll grow to like each other at all. If that’s how it is, then 
why don't we become a make-pretend couple, plain and simple?” 


We didn’t have to make any effort to love one another. We just had to 
coexist. That was the only point we agreed on. 


Still, I wonder if wanting to keep appearances is a thing for aristocratic 
men. 


The result of what he came up with as a gift for his wife and accomplice 
was a diary. Old man, there must’ve been something a bit better than that... 


like a book. A book would’ve been fine. I’d rather have a book. 


Regardless, I had experienced growing up in poverty until a certain point, 
so I never want to let anything go to waste. Therefore, I’m here secluded in 
my bedroom, pen in hand. 


My husband also gave me a peacock feather pen. I like this one. The ink is a 
pretty blue. A stunning blue. Blue like the eyes of a certain beauty. My 
favorite color. 


Speaking of which, it’s been quite a while since I last wrote her a letter, I 
think. 


Violet. Violet Evergarden. 
When writing it in blue ink, the name becomes even more beautiful. 
My violet blossom. My maid. My secret Auto-Memories Doll. My friend. 


She’s probably forgotten about me already. I’m hopeless right now. I can’t 
write any letters. 


I haven’ replied to her even though it’s my turn, so no new letters from 
Violet have arrived either. Ever since I got married, I’ve had no idea what 
to write about. 


Maybe because I didn’t want her to find out how I was now. 


Of course I wouldn't. I don’t want to let the girl I like know how my married 
life is going. I don’t want her to learn that I married someone I’m not in 
love with or that I’m suffering. 


“S’up, Violet. I’m doing horribly.” — What would I gain from writing her 
something like that? 


Aah, Taylor. I want to see you. 


But that’s impossible, isn’t it? I get it. 


—Warm day with gentle breeze. 


Quite a few days have passed since the last time I wrote here. I feel a tad 
amused whenever I reread this thing, so I guess I’m gonna keep doing it for 
a little while. 


I tried going out into the garden for a bit today. 


T usually don’t step out of my room. I even ask for my meals to be brought to 
my bedroom. When my husband comes over, we eat together at times in 
order to keep appearances, but the air around us feels like a father and 
daughter who have been estranged for many years while reminiscing to 
their home, so we avoid each other. 


It was a warm day, so the wind felt nice. It’s not as great as the academy’s 
rose garden, but this mansion’s garden is beautiful too. 


I remembered that I’m living a life in which I don’t have to touch the earth, 
so I tentatively grabbed a fistful of it. I would’ve switched over to a good 
mood if nobody had talked to me just like that... but after I spent a while 
staring intently at the flower beds, the gardener showed up. 


“Madam, please look as much as you wish. If there is anything wrong, I 
shall fix it,” the gardener said, looking serious and nervous. 


Is there such a thing as fixing or not fixing when it comes to gardens? It’s 
fine the way it is. 


The silence was painful. I asked him a question because there was a flower 
that I was curious about, and perhaps he was happy about this, as he 
excitedly started giving me a specialist-like explanation on it. “Crap,” I 
thought. He was a chatterbox. 


It’s at times like these that I can truly feel I don’t like dealing with people. 
Whenever I have to listen to someone talking non-stop, I feel like I’m being 
used as an outlet for something. I should just hear them out and have fun 
with it. But I find myself suffocated and wanting to run away instead. 


As I kept on nodding with a strained smile, the elderly butler who manages 
the estate gave me a chance to cut the talk short since my tea was ready. 


The gardener seemed down. He was young, so he probably wanted someone 
to compliment his work. I left the garden, went to my room and, after 
drinking the tea that was prepared for me, I thought at last, “I should’ve 
praised him more.” 


Most likely, that’s what my real job is. After all, on the surface, I’m the lady 
of this mansion. 


Even though I have such a problematic and unlikeable personality, that girl 
actually spent three months with me. 


After drinking the tea, I decided to dance waltz by myself for a little bit. 
—Stuffy winds, cloudy. 
I met up with my husband. Apparently, he came to pick up some luggage. 


Rather than meeting up with him, I guess I should say that he charged in, 
since I was in my room. 


He asked me if I was doing well, to which I answered with an “I’m alive”. 
He asked if I wanted to go back home, to which I answered with a “no”. He 
asked me if I wasn’t going to my ex-schoolmates’ salon party, to which I 
answered that I wasn’t. He asked me if there wasn’t anything I needed, to 
which I answered that there wasnt. 


When he asked me what my favorite color was, I recalled Violet’s eyes. I 
said that it was blue, and he asked me why. When I told him that it was the 
eye color of the person I like, my husband forcefully tried to hold me in his 
arms and I vehemently resisted. 


Since this was so sudden, I ended up coughing and everything I had eaten 
that afternoon spilled out of my mouth. It was then that my husband finally 
pulled himself together. 


“If you come any closer, I’ll throw puke at you.” — This phrase also worked 
against him. 


It seems my husband had a fight with his mistress. But did he have to try to 
lay a hand on the person he had mutually confirmed that he wouldn’ fall 
for, after both of us had decided to live however we wanted? This is why I 
don’t get men. 


Actually, it’s not because he’s a man. I’m sure this person is a lost cause. 
He’s just like how I used to be in that he thinks it’s okay to harm other 
people if he’s unhappy. 


Aah, this pisses me off. Running off to another woman just because your 
girlfriend is giving you the cold shoulder — I really don’t like that kind of 
thing. This isn’t love. He doesn’t have enough faith in his lover. I feel bad 
for her. 


My husband endured it apparently quite well as I said lots of honestly nasty 
things to him, and then left the room. As for me, I cried while cleaning up 
the stuff I had vomited. 

I want to see Taylor. 

I want to see Taylor. 

I want to see Taylor. 

I want to spend my time only with someone that I can cherish. 

—Rain after a cloudy day, no wind. 

It’s raining today. 


Since it was a rainy day, I had to brush Taylor’s hair thoroughly with my 
hands. Her hair is beautifully curly, but that’s a problem on days like these. 


I was so sleepy. But there was work to be done, so I had no spare time in the 
morning. I had to get up and brush Taylor’s hair. 


That’s what I was thinking when I opened my eyes. I looked for that curly- 
haired little girl for a moment, but couldn't find her. 


I’m an idiot, so I seriously looked for her for about thirty seconds. Could it 
be she had gone outside on her own? 


If she ran into a kidnapper, she’d be done for — I had to do something, I 
thought as I jumped off the bed. That’s when I suddenly realized. 


Taylor isn’t here. 


Are you stupid, Isabella? You’re Isabella now, arent you? You’re not Amy 
anymore. Taylor isn’t with you either. She hasn't been for the longest time 
now, so why did you think that? Why did you look for her? Even if you were 
half-awake, this shouldn’t have happened. 


Unable to do anything about this emptiness and sadness that I couldn't tell 
anyone about, I punched my pillow hard. “Ugh, ah, aaah, uugh...” I hit it 
really, really hard, several times. “Uuuugh, ah, ugh...” Each time I punched 
it, my tears splattered on the sheets. 


This happens sometimes. I feel as if people who are no longer with me and 
sights I can no longer see are still here even now. It’s like an illusion. 


The memories engraved into my body had me looking for my tiny little 
sister. 


Is Taylor also seeing this rain? Is it also raining where Taylor lives? 


I wonder where Taylor is living. Does she get to have breakfast over there? 
Do they feed her dinner there too? 


Does anyone brush Taylor’s hair on rainy days? 


As the tears trickled down, I looked out the window. A thunder rumbled, 
startling me and making me fall onto my butt on the carpet. 


The lightning should’ve struck this place instead. If it had and if that caused 
terrible problems to this mansion, I would’ve felt a bit better. 


I had this fantasy for the whole day. 
—Damp air, cloudy after sunny weather. 


I had stomachache today, so I went to the toilet all the time. I think about 
this whenever I get my period, but why does it have to be such a harsh 
mechanism? If I were the God who created all things, would I make a 
mechanism like this? Plus, it’s questionable whether I need this function or 
not. Probably not. I want someone to take it off me. Actually, I’m scared of 
taking it off. 


Anyway, I don’t like pain. I’m weak to it. I get teary-eyed just from my 
constant coughing. It’s so painful that I can’t help it. 


I didn’t want to associate that with my period, but no matter what, I’d find 
myself thinking about the family heir. A problem imposed on us, the make- 
pretend married couple. It’s still shelved, though. 


If only my father died, we’d probably manage to trick everyone else with a 
child that my husband could sire with some other girl. We had to either 
make it look like I was the one who gave birth to them or adopt them. 


The options were many. 


I like kids, so I’m confident that I can raise even a stranger’s child with 
care, but I’d feel bad for them. As expected, it’s best for them to be with 
their real mother. I’m not necessary when it comes to that kind of thing, but 
I’m indispensable for my husband’s life plan, so there would be no divorce. 


After writing up to this point, I was horrified to realize that I was thinking 
of children as a “device”. 


Stop, stop — off with everything you just thought. People like me exist as a 
result of parents not thinking about their kids. What would a victim get by 
turning into an aggressor? 


Just as I thought, let’s leave this shelved. 


Even though my everyday consisted of just mornings, noon might come at 
some point. There were two women in my life who had taught me this. 


Things will work themselves out one day. 


Aah, for starters, it would’ve been great if I weren’t even a person... but 
rather, like, something that could be divided. If I were a thing whose 
feelings would interfere less with reproduction, and if it weren't a physically 
heavy burden, I might’ve been able to give it a thought. 


Geez, getting attacked by my husband last time had quite an impact on me, 
huh. “I’m fine; this is fine,” is what I told myself. 


But actually, nothing about getting hurt is fine. 
—Crescent Moon day, cloudy with intense winds. 
I had a terrible time. 


Is there anybody who finds delight in this sort of thing? I’m not having any 
fun with it at all. 


How should I put it? Scandals, gossip. That kind of stuff. 
The incident was unbefitting of such a quiet mansion. 


As for what happened, it seems the gardener who works in this estate and 
one of my maids were making out in my husband’s room. My husband let his 
lover hang around his home and didn’t come back too often, so the two 
probably had their guard low. 


I’ve been there a few times; it’s a room with a unique atmosphere — the all- 
black furnishings are very, very beautiful and animal mounts are placed 
around, waiting for their never-returning master. I can’ say that it’s an 
ideal place for a young couple to meet in secret, but it did have the mood. 
And a sense of guilty pleasure too. They probably found enjoyment in 
having several dates in my husband’s room. 


I can‘ say it was a good thing. That’s for certain. But the two who had done 
it werent far from me in age. They were too young. I wish he’d forgiven 
them with just a strict rebuke. 


But from the conclusion we had, my husband got furious and went on a 
rampage. 


Apparently, he came home by chance and happened to walk into the duo’s 
rendezvous. His angry yelling reverberated all the way to my room. So did 
the sound of breaking furniture. It was terrifying. 


Men’s yelling is one of the things I hate. Violence is another. 
And it got worse from there. 


It was quiet after a while and then it seemed someone was opening the 
mansion’s gates, so I looked outside the window. Even though the nightly 
wind was so cold, the pair was chased out without being allowed to even 
take their belongings with them. The gates were closed without mercy, and 
they stood trembling outside of the estate, unable to move. 


My husband must’ve been tremendously furious. I could understand why. 
It’s tough having people do something like that in your bedroom. I wouldn't 
have liked it either. But I couldn’t sympathize with him. 


Even if he could get rid of his anger by kicking them out, what was going to 
happen to the two? What happens to the ones kicked out without a single 
penny on them? Should they become beggars? Become thieves? Get killed 
by thieves? They might have to sell their bodies to either of these. 


He couldn’ imagine such a future. Even if he could, he didn’t care. Well, of 
course he didn’t. My husband never had a hard time growing up, after all. 


I wanted to give him retaliation. 


That’s what I had in mind, for some reason. Rather than it being out of 
irritation towards my husband, it was closer to irritation towards things like 


fate, God and this world, who only ever thought of messing me up, as 
always. 


What did I do the last time I got mad beyond any help? I took in a little girl, 
who should be made the happiest one in the world, as my younger sister. 


That’s why I put myself to motion. 


I really only hesitated for an instant, and immediately after walking away 
from the window, I went to the rooms where the help slept and had them 
take out the couple’s belongings. Everyone seemed appalled that the 
mysterious new wife, who barely talked ever since she had arrived at the 
estate, was suddenly exerting such ability to take action. 


After taking their belongings, I went out not through the mansion’: front 
gate but through the back door and walked along a narrow path in the 


darkness for a little bit. Sure enough, I found the duo at loss, sobbing 
quietly. 


“What do we do?” 
“We shouldn’ have done that.” 


They were crying while holding hands. Rather than them being drunk on 
their own tragedy, it was truly a tragic scene. 


“Hey, you. You forgot this. Take it,” I called to them, handing over their 
luggage. 


“Madam, is that you?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Hum, we are deeply sorry for...” 
“I’m not looking for an apology.” 


Maybe I should have given them some money, but unfortunately, I didn’t 
have anything, so I gave them the beautifully carved hair ornament that I 


was wearing, which I had received as a wedding gift, as well as the jewelry 
from my clothes. I also tore out the pretty buttons. If they sold them, they 
could earn enough travel expenses to some extent. 


The two were in shock. 

“Hum, this is really you, isn’t it, Madam?” 

“Don’t ask the same thing over and over.” 

“Why are you doing this?” they asked, to which I shrugged. 
“T thought you’d need it.” 

“Even though we did something inexcusable in your home?” 


“You sure did. Still, this dangerous way of driving someone out is just... 
cruel.” 


“But—” 


“Tt’s not like you killed anyone, so I at least have to give you your stuff. I 
apologize in place of my husband,” I said plainly, yet the guy was crying 
quite a lot. 


There was actually one more motive. Yes, o afflicted youths. There was 
another reason why I saved you. 


Why had I done it? Well... 
—Because no one’s ever going to save me. 


Probably nobody knew, but I wanted someone to save me all the time. 
Couldn’t they tell? It was the truth. I always wanted to be saved. I needed 
saving. Or else I might end up hanging myself one of these days. I wanted 
someone to save me before this happened. 


——Somebody save me. Somebody save me. Somebody save me. 


I was lonely, desolate and feeling like I was going to die. But no one was 
going to help me. 


I had no one to hold my hand through this dark path. 


Therefore, I was going to do for other people the things that nobody would 
do for me. All of it. That was my logic. My revenge against God. 


I’d been doing this for a long time. In the past, I picked up a little girl. I 
made her my sister. 


I didn’t dare say it aloud, but I was making racket in my mind. Offering a 
helping hand to foolish lovers was an encouragement that I could give 
precisely because I knew poverty. 


“Do you have a place to go?” 

“T’m thinking of taking her with me to my hometown.” 
“What about the train tickets?” 

“Tf we sell what you gave us... we can probably...” 


“Money converters take advantage of people, so you can’t sell it based on 
asking what the price is. Listen up. You’re going to protect her. If you get 
attacked by anyone, no matter how scary they are, don’t turn away on this 
girl.” 


“Madam, what are you?” he asked dreadfully and I sneered in the darkness. 
“T’m Isabella York. I have a different surname now, though.” 


We talked about all sorts of things and that was the end of it, so I wondered 
if those two managed to reach his hometown safely. 


—Humid wind, rain. 


The sun came upon the estate today. 


Amy Bartlett became Isabella York, Isabella got some other surname, and 
after changing quite a lot from when I was born until now, I arrived at my 
current self. But there was one thing that never changed. The fact that my 
bronchi were as weak as ever. 


While receiving treatment, I’d think about heaven and hell. They’re 
essentially different places, but might be similar once you get used to 
them.Of course, the attributes granted to the two and how they’re viewed 
are complete opposites. But what I mean to say is that, once you get 
accustomed to something, your line of thought will grow numb and you’ll 
end up accepting it. 


That’s resistance. One of the abilities bestowed upon human beings. A 
wonderful one at that. 


As to why I was thinking about this, it’s because the estate’s doctor gave me 
a sermon. 


“Lady Isabella, please be careful not to take too much medicine.” 


The doctor who always gave me bronchial medicine told me about drug 
resistance. Apparently, if one kept on taking the same medicine, their body 
would get used to it and the medicine would begin not to work very well. 
He told me that overdosing mustn’t happen and it was bad to drink the 
medicine constantly, even when I was feeling okay, just because I was 
anxious. I couldn’t look at the doctor in the eye out of shame, so I was 
Staring at the lint of his sweater the whole time. 


“You shouldn’t become dependent on it.” Words that hurt my ears kept on 
coming. “You’re the only one who can heal your body and the medicine is 
nothing but assistance for that. It is common for people with lung illnesses 
to be depressed...” 


— Shut up; be quiet. 


“Go outside, take a walk or attend someone’s salon party, Lady Isabella. 
Being at home all day is unhealthy.” 


— You don’t know anything. You don’t know anything. 


“You have already graduated and become a fine married woman, so making 
use of your social status to get around would do you good.” 


—Don‘ spout nonsense. This body will always be a prison. 
“Tf you go on like this, you won’t live long.” 
—wWho said I want to live long? 


Who said I wanted to live a long life? I hadn’t said that even once. If 
anyone told me to die right now, though, I’d end up crying. 


The doctor hadn’t done anything wrong, yet I wound up cursing him in my 
head because I didn’t have anyone else to take my anger out on. It might’ve 
showed in my attitude too. I was deeply sorry for that. 


In order to show the doctor my gratitude, apology included, I went outside 
to see him off. 


It was the first time in a while that I came outside of the mansion. There 
was the whole deal with the gardener, who was now gone, and my husband 
had tried to assault me, so I was a tad too disturbed by a lot of things and 
couldn’t take a single step out of the estate. 


After watching the doctor board a carriage, I immediately went back into 
the mansion, but for just an instant, I saw someone with blond hair that 
resembled Violet’s in the distance, so I stopped on the spot. 


It really felt only for a second that the person resembled her, and the magic 
soon dispelled. Upon a closer look, it was a man, which made me snicker at 
myself for reacting so out of proportion just because his hair was blond. 


—Quiet breeze, cold then hot weather. 


I was told that not to sunbathing during the day was bad for the body, so I 
decided to go out because there was nothing else I could do. But I didn’t 
want the people who live around here to see me. Hiding my face under a 


parasol, I went to not very popular locations in order to see seasonal 
flowers and natural greenery. I only ever felt depressed when I was in the 
mansion, so this made things a little better for me. 


The parasol almost got blown away whenever the winds gusted with a 
rumble. Couldn't the wind take me along? No one would be sad if I lost my 
life. 


I want to vanish off to somewhere. 
—Thick air, lukewarm temperatures. 


I’ve been thinking this whole time about the “resistance” that the doctor 
told me about a while ago. 


What happens to people when they don’t have resistance? They’d die in the 
winter from cold and they’d also die in summer from the heat. They can die 
even from the smallest disease or a tiny injury. 


Well, what I mean is resistance must be an ability that people were 
equipped with in order to survive in all sorts of living environments. 


Both happiness and unhappiness become commonplace when they’re part 
of daily life. There are many things that you can‘ endure if you don’t have 
resistance. And at the same time, when you have resistance, you become 
insensitive towards all sorts of things. 


In the past, I could only be sad or happy with what I received each day. 
When the pain that the world gives you becomes your everyday life, you 
start thinking that this can’t be changed. Maybe it’s the same with 
happiness. When a wonderful day becomes your daily life, it turns into a 
normal day. 


When you get separated from someone, you finally understand. Things like, 
“Aah, so I was pitiful?” or, “Aah, so I was blessed?” 


Once you’re able to see things from an objective viewpoint, you recognize it 
at last. It’s something that you can’t tell when you’re in the turmoil. Because 


you have resistance against it. Therefore, it was after I became Isabella 
York and was later removed from the York name to become the madam of 
some other family that I realized it. 


“Aah, those days were irreplaceable. ” 


My life will probably end in this mansion, but if I were to see it flashing 
before my eyes in my last moments, it’s not this place that I would 
remember. I’d recall my most beloved little sister and the woman that I had 
declared my first love to. 


I’d reminisce to sharing with my little sister a soup containing nothing but 
vegetable waste, to sleeping with her in my arms on cold days and to the 
fact that she, who could only speak incoherent words, called me “Big Sis”. 
Just these kinds of things. And also that I had danced with the most 
beautiful girl ever at the academy’s ball. That’s it. 


During those times, those days, I was extremely fortunate. I’m only 
realizing that now, even though so much time has passed since I lost them. 


Anyway, it’s been really hard lately. I feel that my resistance is weakening. 
Resistance to sadness, that is. It’s’ weakening. Everything is painful. 
Suffocating. 


I want help. Do people live with this much loneliness? 
I was supposed to be used to sadness, wasn’t I? And to being alone. 


When my mom died. When I had to let Taylor go. When I waved goodbye to 
the girl I liked. I was sad in all of these times. 


You’re used to it, right? Endure it. 
Give me some resistance, God. 
I want to have no emotions. I don’t need feelings. 


Give me resistance to keep living even if I’m alone. Otherwise, God, at least 
please tell me that Taylor is happy. 


With just these news, I can do my best until I die. 

— It’s so hard; I’m so sad. 

Today was rainy. 

—I’m lonely. 

Today was sunny. 

—TI’m so, so bored. 

Today was cloudy. 

—My coughs have been terrible and there’s blood coming out. 
Today was sunny. 

——Nobody touch me, nobody touch me. 

Today was sunny and occasionally rainy. 

——It’s morning now. 

It was morning inside me too. 

——There won't be any noon. 

Today was rainy. 

——TIt rained inside me too. 

Today was... Today was... Today was... 

—What about tomorrow? 

Tomorrow and after tomorrow. The next day and the day after that. 


I was going to be lonely forever, wasn’t I? 


Nothing good ever happened. The light of the sun never shone on me. 
Morning simply went on. There was no meaning to this if noon wouldn’t 
come. 


Why was | alive? 


If I was just going to have mornings of contemplating my dreams, then it 
was meaningless. If no beautiful moments were ever going to happen, what 
was my purpose for being alive? What was my drive for wanting to be 
alive? What sights did I want to see? 


As though I were having a dream, today, tomorrow, forever. Forever. 
Forever. Forever. 


Noon wasn’t going to come, was it? 

—Pretty sunny day with warm winds. 

A letter arrived. 

I’m properly writing on the diary for the first in a long time. 


That marvelous young man. The one who had blond hair and blue eyes like 
Violet. He brought me a letter from Taylor. He’s a postman from the CH 
Postal Company, the post office where Violet works. Violet hasn’t sent me 
letters all this time, yet she remembered me and my sister, and she cared! 


That girl escaped from the orphanage by herself, I heard. What a surprise. 
She’s already grown to a point where she can do something like that. Aah, I 
wonder whom that recklessness of hers takes after. Gotta be me, I guess. 


What do I do? What do I do? I’m already happy just from the fact that she 
was looking for me. 


Yet she sent me a letter. She wants to see me. To think that something so 
wonderful would happen in my life — aah, what do I do? I’m crying as I 


write this. There’s tearstains splattered all over. 


I wonder if she’Il come see me one day, when she’s an adult. 


It kinda feels like time had stopped all along until now. So good things do 
happen, huh. I was merely resisting every day, patient and firm. 


My heart had burst and I was about to discard myself just like that. Aah, 
aah, but... 


If I live, there will be days when noon will come, huh, Taylor ? 
With time, both the world and I would grow old. 


My field of vision, which only ever looked around with a cold gaze, would 
change its color, and little by little, the number of things that mattered to me 
would increase, as well as the number of things that I didn’t need. Even so, 
I would shoulder it all and live. Live, live and live. 


Along the course of my life, I’d have days like this. 


According to the blond, blue-eyed “deliverer of happiness”, who was now 
completely familiar with me and had a key position in his company, today 
was apparently the day that she would gain independence. It was his 
command that she be entrusted with deliveries specifically designated to 
me. 


I was grateful for that. I ended up indebted to him for a lifetime. It would be 
great if I could pay him back someday. 


Ever since I received these news, I couldn’t stay put, so I was outside since 
morning. 


It was the moming of a peaceful spring day. Still a little bit chilly. With a 
shawl over my shoulders, I quivered. 


At the back of the mansion, I was waiting for my destiny. 


—Other than my violet blossom, you’re the only person that I want to 
forever keep waiting for. 


After a while, amidst the unchanging natural scenery, I could see your 
beautifully changed figure. Mounted on a motorcycle, you showed up 


dashingly. 


— Aah, but you’ve grown up so beautiful. You’ve grown up strong. I heard 
about it. You couldn’t memorize the names of the towns at all, huh. And 
even now, you get scolded because your handwriting is a mess. You haven't 
fixed your habit of avoiding veggies that you don’t like eating, have you? 
Do you already have someone you like? I heard about the trip you went to 
with your friends. Don’t come running in such a hurry. I won't run away. I 
won't run away from here. So it’s okay. You can walk calmly. Really, thank 
you for coming all the way here to see me. I’ve been waiting all this time. 


With a smile like the sun, she said, “Here’s your mail, Mrs...” nearly saying 
“Tsabella”, she shook her head and corrected herself, “Here’s your mail, 
Lady Amy Bartlett.” 


Hands trembling, I wrote down my signature to receive the delivery. While 
writing, as expected, I cried. 


“You shouldn’t cry, Big Sis.” 


Her sweet voice tickled my ears. Both of us held each other’s hands at the 
Same time. 


“Yeah, but I’m so happy that you’re doing so well...” 
— Aah, God. 


“From now on, I’Il always be in charge of this area. I’Il be exclusive for you 
forever, Big Sis.” 


——TI’ve always resented and cursed you. 
“Yeah, yeah.” 
——But for today, let me say thanks. God, I... 


“Taylor, y’ know...” 


—...I’ll try to live on, just for a little more. Because I cherish the world in 
which this girl lives. 


Booklet 6 


OK KOK 


Oscar’s Little Angel 


OK KK 


Writers were like shadows. 


Be it on rainy or sunny days, they would be in their tiny little rooms, 
writing words. That was all. Their job was extremely bland, and one might 
dare say that it was lonesome work. 


Nobody ever imagined who was behind the stories that they were reading. 
If they did, they would definitely be disappointed. Because they would. No 
one wanted to find out that, beyond the stories they were reading, there was 
somebody coughing copiously while nevertheless holding the pen. 


I didn’t want to let them find out, either. That was why I passed off as a 
shadow. 


There were those of us who went out into the sunlight, but that didn’t suit 
me. Therefore, well, I was always very happy when I occasionally met, by 
sheer coincidence, people who liked my works. Basically, since I never 
went up on stage, I never received compliments. Therefore, this kind of 
thing had me overjoyed, like, “I see, so there was someone paying attention 
to my works. I used to feel like I was all alone in the world, but I actually 
managed to reach other people. Thank you. I like you for enjoying my 
works. Let’s do our bests in this weird world.” 


Just like this, I went around hugging and shaking hands with them, and both 
of us would go back to our own lives. 


“Mr. Oscar... can I be your daughter?” 
However, some people weren’t like that. 


This was a story about a prayer that felt like rain in a summer afternoon — 
the kind that was a little mild, yet you’d find yourself wishing for 
something to happen once the weather cleared. 


I met the girl who had asked that impudent question when I visited an 
orphanage built through investments from two kingdoms, Drossel and 
Fluegel. 


I my real name as my penname and published countless works as just 
“Oscar”. From plays to novels, I had released several stories into the world. 
Amongst them, a story that I had created by way of borrowing the help of a 
certain Auto-Memories Doll was popular with people from a wide range of 
age groups. There was a copy of this book in the orphanage, which 
apparently was so favored during playtime that the children had disputes 
over it. This made me happy. 


Anyway, the invitation to read aloud was a very meaningful request for me 
and the details made me want to do it. The orphanage was able to offer 
basic schooling, but it seemed to be short-staffed, so few were the kids who 
could actually read and write. When I heard that a story-telling session had 
been planned out in order to have those children, who had found their way 
to that place due to all sorts of reasons, develop an interest for literature — 
however small it might be —so they would become able to choose their own 
futures, I felt that it was an incredibly brilliant thing. (Apparently, the one 
who had started this was Queen Charlotte Abelfreya Fluegel, who had 
married from Drossel into Fluegel. She was someone passionate about 
education.) 


That was how I, albeit a bit embarrassed, visited the orphanage with my 
own book in hand and took part in the story-telling session, but... 


“Mr. Oscar... can I be your daughter?” 


In an afternoon where the sunlight was shining brightly, the orphanage’s the 
stained glass, which had been installed when its church was remodeled, 
filled the room with colorful light, teeming with a coziness that made you 
want to heave a sigh. However, contrary to the warmth of the room, I was 
feeling chills and the air of the place was frozen. 


“Huum...” My cowardly self sought the help of the orphanage’s nuns. It was 
a request for “declining”. 


“Angela, that’s a no-no. Don’t bother Mr! Oscar!” 
“What’s a bother about it? I just asked a question.” 
The nuns looked my way as if to say, “Sorry about that...” 


I could only reply with an expression that read, “No need; I’m also kinda 
sorry too...” 


By the looks of it, the girl in front of me had mistaken me for an adult who 
had come over with the intention of adopting an orphan. 


It happened during goodbye time after the story-telling session had ended. 


Other than the works that I was going to donate to the orphanage, I had 
bought and brought over several books. I had looked through all of them, as 
they were either things I had enjoyed in my childhood or series that were 
extremely popular at the moment. 


I was truly glad to have brought them. There was nothing more adorable 
than the happy-looking faces of the children when receiving them. I thought 
it was a suitable closure for the end of a blissful time. 


The children had listened quietly with their eyes shining, so one could tell 
that both sides were able to have a great time. Everyone had lined up ina 
row and taken the books one by one. 


The last girl of the line was the child in question. 


She had platinum-blond hair and red eyes. The melanin was much too thin 
in her. The various elements of her appearance might be genetic. She was a 
girl who had a slightly strange air to her. Perhaps seven to eight years old. 


If she just stood there, it felt like just that spot could be turned into a 
painting... This bizarreness was familiar to me. 


—The air around her is a little bit similar to Violet Evergarden’s. 
I shivered. If Violet were a younger girl, she would probably be like that. 


There was an Auto-Memories Doll that I was really fond of. It was Violet, 
who worked at the CH Postal Company, which had its main office in 
Leidenschaftlich, a far-away southern country. 


Our relationship was that I had hired her just once, but this was registered in 
my memory as a wonderful time. She was the woman who had reached out 
to me when I was standing at the crossroad of my life — a mage who had 
showed me a marvelous sight. The girl who had given me a precious gift. 


Having an orphan girl who somewhat resembled her showing up before my 
eyes frankly made my heart waver. 


—But I can‘ say, “Well, let’s make that happen.” 
I was an adult full of problems. 


“Erm, it might be amazing if that could happen...” I cleared my throat, 
choosing my words as carefully as possible. “But I’m sorry; it’s impossible. 
I already have a family.” 


How was that? I had made an effort to try not to hurt her as much as 
possible. 


Perhaps because of that, the nuns nodded deeply as if to say, “Superb 
response” and soothed her, “You shouldn’t ask for something so selfish.” 


Is that so? Then...” 


But the girl was strong. 
“if you get permission from your family, can I be your daughter?” 


Rather than strong, she was innocent to a cruel extent. Cruel out of 
innocence. 


There was a lack of pretense in her longing, exactly because she didn’t have 
it. This was enveloping her words — no, the entirety of her. 


“Angela!” 


The nuns embraced her from behind and attempted to leave, but I stopped 
them. 


Her questions weren’t weird at all. Not rude, either. 


—I’m the one at fault for giving her a reply so vague that she had this 
kind of thought. 


Therefore, I answered her with the truth this time, “That’s also impossible. 
My family has already passed away.” 


This topic was well-known amongst the people who knew me, so the nuns 
should be aware of it. 


I had a wife and daughter in the past. Both were deceased. 


First I lost my wife, and then my daughter expired. Both had died due to 
sickness, living strenuously until the end. They were so wonderful that it 
was almost a waste for them to be my family. 


It was because they were so great that I suffered from their loss for a long 
time, living a helpless life as I was unable to recover. For a while, I was the 
writer who was treated as a hermit by society. My heart was plagued by a 
disease, to the point that I pleaded to God over and over, “I beg you. I want 
to die, so please kill me.” 


The book that I had read out to the children was what I had these feelings 
into. It was the story that I created with the help of Violet Evergarden. 


“Your family is gone?” 


Doing the best I could in order not to let my face twitch, I told her the truth, 
“Yep, they are. They passed quite some time ago from an illness.” The tone 
of my voice might have gotten lower. I didn’t want to frighten her, but it 
happened naturally. 


“T see... also don’t have a family. We’re the same, huh.” 

I had a hard time keeping my hands from shaking. 

“Then, why can’t I be your daughter?” 

Pain ran through my chest and I found myself stroking it with a wrinkly 
hand, even though there was nothing I could do about it. “My family is 


gone, but I have one.” 


How sad it was to put this into words. While holding it in so that a film of 
tears wouldn’t form on my eyes, I felt embarrassed at myself. However, as 
an adult, I wanted to give a proper explanation to this girl, whose 
circumstances were so unfortunate. 


“They’ll always be with me, so I don’t need a new family.” 
——TI want to be able to do something for you, but I can’t. Because I’ve got 
my hands full fighting off my own loneliness. So I don’t have any room to 


Save someone. 


So that I wouldn’t upset her and so that she wouldn’t think I was saying this 
because I disliked her, I knelt down and spoke, “You know, a family isn’t 
something you can replace. It’s different from watering a flower. It’s 
because it’s that person, and it has to be them... that’s what family is.” 


“But what I want is to be your family, Mr. Oscar.” 


“That’s not possible... Miss...” 


““Ms. Angela’.” 

“That’s not possible, Ms. Angela.” 
“How come?” 

“Just because; I’m sorry.” 

She didn’t seem convinced. 


If I were a less complicated and more kind-hearted person, I might have 
been able to dodge the question successfully. But the impossible was 
impossible. I didn’t want a new family. Even if a rose of loneliness bloomed 
in the depths of my chest and its petals suffocated me, I didn’t want one. 


—Because that’d be nothing but betrayal towards those two. 

Angela and I stared at each other with troubled faces. 

“But, y’ know, Mr. Oscar. I do think you need me.” 

“You’re insistent, huh.” 

“Then, can I at least write you letters?” 

“Why?” 

“Cause you’ll need some when you’re lonely.” 

— Aren't you the lonely one? 

Getting swept up by a moment’s feelings was a foolish action for an adult, 
but was there an adult anywhere who would reject an orphan child after 


being told, “I want to write you letters”? There might be, but that was 
inhumane. 


With a troubled face, I consented only to the letter exchange. 


Since then, letters from Angela arrived to me several times a month. 


She delivered so many letters that it made me wonder if she intended to 
have a telegram interchange instead. She was apparently told by the nuns to 
decrease the amount as it could be a bother to me, but showed no signs of 
obeying them. 


The contents of her writings were silly. Her life in the orphanage, what she 
had eaten in a day, the hand-me-down dresses she had received. She wrote 
about such things. 


The letters always came in envelopes with beautiful landscape artworks, so 
it was easy to tell they were from Angela. They were probably the ones 
used in the orphanage. 


Mr. Oscar, your new book arrived at the orphanage. I was the first to read 
it. I can understand it even without someone to read it for me. Your words 
open up my heart as if I’ve experienced them myself. Mr. Oscar, as I 
thought, you do need me. 


Ms. Angela, thank you for reading the new book. I’m happy that you seem 
to have liked it. You express yourself in a wonderful way. You might be fit to 
be a writer. You should try to write a story someday. Well, see you next time. 


My replies were curt as well, but she continued writing to me persistently. 


Mr. Oscar, there’s a passage that I like in your new book. The part where it 
says that loneliness blooms in your chest, turns into a flower and makes you 
unable to breathe — I like it very, very much. I totally get it. I wonder why it 
is that when we’re lonely, our hearts grow painful and heavy and we feel 
suffocated. 


Ms. Angela, you’ve been reading it over and over again, huh. Thank you. As 
to why we feel suffocated, let’s see. I suppose that’s probably because the 
heart is located in our chests. It might not be, though. 


Although we were far apart in age, we could become something like friends 
in our letters. 


Mr. Oscar, did you see the pressed flower that I put in the previous letter? 
The nice scent is already gone, but I picked up the prettiest one that I found. 
I chose it because I thought it suited you. Did you like it? 


Ms. Angela, you have an extremely fine taste. You picked a violet, right? It’s 
my favorite flower. I only started liking this flower when I was already an 
adult, but don’t you think it’s a pure and earnest yet distinguished one? 


Mr. Oscar, if you were to compare me to a flower, what kind of flower do 
you think I’d be? The kids here at the orphanage are scared of me, so they 
don’t talk to me much. Both my skin and hair are paper-white. Also, I like 
drawing, and they say it’s scary that I keep drawing all the time and don't 
listen if someone talks to me. But people are like that when they’re 
engrossed in something, right? Aren’t you too, Mr. Oscar? 


Ms. Angela, when I’m engrossed in something, I even forget to eat. Many of 
my friends have left me because of this. You and I a bit alike, huh. If I were 
to compare you to a flower... let me see. A lotus flower, I guess? Have you 
ever seen one? They’re really beautiful when they float on the water. 


Be it when I was traveling or at home, it became a habit for me to open her 
letters and write a reply. 


Mr. Oscar, I looked up the lotus flower. There was a flower illustrated 
reference guide in the book that you gave me a sneak-peek of. It’s a 
beautiful flower. Thank you. I think you’re a sunflower, Mr. Oscar. It’s lanky, 
tall and I feel like it could look at me forever. Am I wrong? 


Ms. Angela, I’m not that nice. But, well, you’re a valuable reader and my 
pen pal, so I’m okay with doing this kind of thing for a little bit. But make 
sure not to expect too much. By the way, I’m going to donate the book you 
wanted to read through the CH Postal Company. Please read it. 


I was a lonely one myself, thus I incidentally found myself concerned about 
this child who sent me letters so often. 


Mr. Oscar, buyers came for me today. However, when they heard that I had 
been returned by other buyers three times, they gave up on me. The Sisters 


are such meanies. They shouldn't have told them about that. The orphanage 
would have gained profits if I’d gone with them. 


Ms. Angela, you shouldn't refer to your future parents as “buyers”. I don’t 
think the Sisters are meanies. If you behave like a good kid, I’m sure good 
parents will come to you. 


Mr. Oscar, you’re a kindhearted person, aren’t you? I do believe that I need 
someone like you, but if that’s not the case, does it mean that someone else 
somewhere needs me? I’ll be counting the days on my fingers until I meet 
this person. 


Ms. Angela, I said that you were a valuable reader to me, didn’t I? And a 
superb pen pal. In no way are you not necessary. I’ll make some time to 
show up over there again, but until then, do properly study and listen to 
what the Sisters say. 


Mr. Oscar, is that true? I’ll count the days for that on my fingers, then. I 
wonder how many it will take. Will it not fall on my day to clean up the 
garden? Ill give you a drawing. What kind of drawing do you prefer? My 
drawings are well-known for being good. 

Mr. Oscar, what colors do you like? 

Ms. Angela, I like the colors of autumn leaves. 

Mr. Oscar, what kind of foods do you like? 

Ms. Angela, I like anything that is homemade. 

Mr. Oscar, what kind of bad things would you like to do if God allowed it? 


Ms. Angela, let me see. Something like painting graffiti on the walls of a 
high-ranking critic’s mansion. 


Mr. Oscar, which of the four seasons do you like most? 


Ms. Angela, I like fall. It’s a maddening season. 


Mr. Oscar, do you have a type for women? I like dark-haired people. 


Ms. Angela, what a pity, I’m not dark-haired. Let’s see; maybe healthy 
people are my thing. 


Mr. Oscar, how do you divert from your sadness when you’re feeling blue? 
Ms. Angela, I just stay put and wait for it to pass. Sad, isn’t it? 


Mr. Oscar, when you’re happy, do you have anyone to talk to about it? I 
dont. 


Ms. Angela, you should make friends. If you don’t succeed, you can talk to 
me about these things. 


Mr. Oscar, will you reply to my letters even after I become an adult? 
Ms. Angela, you might lose interest in me once you grow up. 
Mr. Oscar, I'll keep sending you letters even after I grow up; it’s a promise. 


To be honest, by the time we had exchanged about ten-odd letters, I was 
ignorant. As to what I was ignorant towards, it was at the charisma of the 
girl named Angela. 


She was extremely intelligent, studied literature and had an understanding 
of poetic expression, but in the end, she was still a child, so if she were the 
daughter of an acquaintance, I might have told them, “She has some sort of 
talent, so if you’re ever inconvenienced in the future, please leave her under 
my care.” 


We were nothing more than pen pals with no connection whatsoever to each 
other so far, but I even began thinking that leaving such a wonderful little 
girl alone would be a worldwide loss (I was also a doting pen pal in 
general). If, for instance, I entrusted her with someone else and only had to 
provide her with financial support or something — this much I felt that I 
could do, even if we didn’t live together. I had no idea if we could become a 
family, but keeping such a clever child in an orphanage felt like a waste to 
me. I believed that she certainly had some sort of literary talent... 


I began thinking of Angela all the time, be it while I was working, eating or 
bathing. 


She wrote that she had been returned by her adoptive parents three times, 
which made me wonder what on earth could have happened. Had they not 
liked her slight arrogance? But kids were like that, so this must’ve been 
within the range of what to expect. 


Why did she have to be hurt three times over? Was there something in her 
that didn’t match what they wanted? Perhaps her skin and hair color? 


Sadly enough, many were the people who discriminated others for these 
kinds of things, despite them fellow human beings... but she wasn’t some 
pet animal. She was a person. This kind of perspective wasn’t something 
necessary for raising a child. 


I liked her poetic thinking, but... supposing she had none of that. Even if 
without it... she was a wonderful little girl. She was truly a kindhearted and 
smart kid. 


If I said this to myself from before I met this child, he’d flat-out brush me 
off with a “don’t spout nonsense”, but as of now, my little pen-pal was the 
only person in the world who cared for me at all times. She was truly a 
gentle girl. No doubt about that. 


I halted abruptly right there, as within me surged the feeling that, if this was 
the case, perhaps I should invite my pen-pal into my house as soon as 
possible. Yes, I did think it was impossible for us to be a family if I had to 
see her as my own daughter, but at the moment, the two of us were friends. 
If so, wasn’t it normal for friends to help each other? That was what friends 
were about, after all. I didn’t need a reason to beat around the bush. 


Regardless, a while after I had made this decision, her letters stopped 
coming altogether and one of the orphanage’s nuns told me that she had 
been adopted by someone. 


I stood stunned at the entrance of the orphanage, holding tons of gifts. “Is 
that so? What a pity. We won’t get to see each other anymore.” 


— She said she’d keep sending me letters forever, and yet... 
“Oh, it’s just that her letters stopped coming, so I got worried.” 
——Did you go to a place where you can be happy for good? 
“It’s okay. Please give this to the orphan kids.” 

——TIs it a place where the people care more about you than I do? 
“Did she say anything about me?” 


Can the people over there can understand that your kindness and 
greatness was built from your loneliness? 


“Ts that so...?” 

People who are ready to protect you if anything happens? 
“T see...” 

— Angela, will the people of that place cherish you? 


On that summer day, the sun was shining brightly and it was scorching hot. 
There was a sound of something burning inside my head. 


I had a severe headache on my way back from the orphanage. However, 
there was actually nothing missing in my body, so the intense pain passed 
after I took a short rest. 


There were days when I couldn’t drink or eat anything, just stared at the 
mailbox looking for the mail that never came, but I became able to eat again 
with time. 


And so—And so, changes began to happen little by little. 
The number of times that I picked up children’s books at bookstores 


gradually decreased. I started looking away whenever I saw a lotus flower. I 
stopped buying cute letter stationery. I began to get more frustrated 


whenever I saw parents walking around with their children. The days went 
by as I secluded myself in my home, not seeing anyone. I decided to put her 
many letters in a tin can and lock them up in a cupboard. 


Although letters from Angela — who was such a brilliant little girl in my 
eyes — wouldn’t come anymore, time passed without me being able to even 
protest to God about it, and eventually, this became a daily routine. Time 
was truly a merciless thing. 


When I lost my wife and daughter, I knew. Nothing as precious would ever 
appear again in my life. So when she was gone, I lost something big once 
more. But in Angela’s case, my mistake was not realizing that until it was 
too late. Just because I was late to realize it didn’t mean that the scars would 
be superficial. 


My everyday was harsh exactly because I would watch the world spin 
without a care. 


If I was sad, the world should be sad too, right? If I was crying, the world 
should feel for me. I wanted to say that and grieve, but while I had my head 
wrapped on this, all that would happen was that the world would leave me 
behind and nothing would fill me up. Therefore, I had no choice but put 
myself to motion and keep going with my everyday life as if to bury 
something away. 


And so, I gradually got better. 


For whatever reason, my process of creation cleared up whenever I 
experienced something sad. It might be that writers became more clear- 
headed the more we got hurt and the sadder we were. The lonelier we felt, 
the brighter we would be. 


The second time I had the opportunity to do storytelling at the orphanage 
happened about a year after the letters from Angela had stopped coming. I 
felt reluctant about it but decided to comply, as my conscience was making 
racket about how happy Angela would probably be if I did something for 
the orphanage’s children. 


Some of the kids were still here since the previous year. Some weren’t here 
a year ago. During the period in which I was slowly tasting loss, the world 
indeed was spinning without a care and the orphanage had undergone a 
small change. 


The storytelling didn’t go the way it had last time. My book received 
criticism from the children, as it was more logic-driven than before. Since 
emotional changes would end up affecting my creations, I explained 
honestly, “I was feeling down because something kinda sad happened to 
me. I wrote this book in that meantime.” 


The children kindly said, “Can’t be helped, then.” 


It was a work highly evaluated worldwide, but it seemed unpopular among 
children. I was hurt on the inside about the fact that the kids were happier 
with the last children’s book I gave them — one that was a hit lately — rather 
than my own. But that was a trivial matter. 


I asked the nuns something that I hadn’t been able to ask for a long time, no 
matter what. 


“Where did Ms. Angela go?” 


The truth was that I had always wanted to ask this. But if I did, it might 
have turned out as an unjust suspicion towards Angela’s future. No matter 
how superb a family she had, I felt that would end up being jealous and 
wouldn’t be able to wish blessings upon her happiness. Therefore, on that 
day when my head got sunburned, I left without asking about it. 


“The way that Angela was adopted... was a bit complicated...” 


The nuns’ words had my face darkening a little. More than anything, 
Angela had a talent for arts and seemingly became famous for it, since an 
artwork made by her that was put on display at a bazaar held in the 
orphanage had sold well. A wealthy household that owned a gallery had 
heard about this and offered to adopt her under the pretext of raising an 
artist-hopeful. 


When I heard that it was more like they were hiring her as their employee 
rather than welcoming her as family, what I felt was... if I were to express it 
in one word, it would probably be “despair”. 


The well-off household had adopted Angela half-forcefully, so the nuns had 
also been worried and paid a visit to the address that they had been 
informed, but apparently, they were told by an apron-clad, paint-covered 
Angela, “Father will scold me, so go home” and it had ended there. 


“Hasn’t she written any letters to you or something like that? They haven’t 
been coming to me, but...” 


“About that, according to the rumors, it seems the head of that rich family 
was a young man with a promising future, so he was was raised in seclusion 
in their estate... We suspect he must be forbidding her of any means of 
contact with the outside... Angela was terribly scared of angering him, so he 
might be giving her physical punishment. We told her that she could come 
back here if she was suffering... but when they took her in, that man talked 
very loudly about the financial support, so maybe she can’t bring herself to 
care about it... Angela was an oddball and stood out from the rest, but...” 


—TI can hear my head burning. 
“'..she was a very gentle child, so...” 
—My head's burning... It’s burning and it hurts. 


In other words, that wonderful little girl had offered herself and gone to that 
apprenticeship. This might be the same reason as to why she could no 
longer send replies to me, her pen-pal, and why she couldn’t come back to 
the nuns. 


“_..we want to do something for her — that’s what we think, but Angela has 
already left... so we can’t... do anything...” 


—That’s so irresponsible. It’s your fault that a girl might be suffering 
right now. 


I shelved myself, anger towards all sorts of things surging inside me. 


However, I didn’t vent out any of it. Even if I had those thoughts, I 
shouldn’t throw them at the nuns who were doing their utmost working in 
this place. They were doing strenuous effort despite the difficulties with 
funding. 


“Could you tell me where she lives?” 

If I were to do anything, that would be... 

“Angela is my friend. I’d like to see her one more time.” 
...what a slightly older friend should do. 


As soon as I was given her address, I headed to the mansion where Angela 
was trapped. Fortunately, said mansion sat within the grounds of the gallery 
that the influential family owned. 


The gallery was open to anybody who was willing to buy a painting, and 
while thinking this was a dirty thing to do, I gave the name of the work and 
artist, which attracted the attention of the gallery clerk. There was a need to 
make him believe that I had money, since I looked like nothing more than 
just a tired, middle-aged man that you could find anywhere. 


“This work is from a series made by an artist who is related to us.” The 
clerk came to talk to me with an attitude that was clearly different from 
when I had entered the establishment. 


I was estimating an opportunity to cut to the chase about Angela. 


For starters, I had come here after receiving the nuns’ instructions, but was 
she really being kept in this gallery? She should be about eight years old. 
What kind of talent were they expecting from someone like her...? 


While I was thinking, my eyes wandered off to one particular artwork. This 
work had its frame decorated with letter envelopes depicting beautiful 
sceneries. 


When I stopped in front of the frame, the clerk’s face brightened with an 
“aah”. “‘Why are there envelopes on this?’ is what you thought, right? But 
please take a look at the art on the envelopes. These are not printings; the 
artist painted them on the envelopes herself in minute detail. Of course, 
there is also the landscape portrayed on the canvas. Still, I think this 
decoration looks extremely charming as well. If this one piqued your 
interest, I can show you other works by this artist. They were made by a 
young person who is being funded by the owner...” 


I wasn’t listening to most of what the clerk said. Because I could hear the 
sound of my head burning and began having a terrible headache. After all, I 
had already received countless of those envelopes. Every single time, I 
thought about how pretty they were. But I didn’t think they had been 
painted on blank envelopes by an orphan girl. She had sent them without 
ever telling me anything. What’s more, the title of the work was written 
reverently on a golden plate, causing tears to blurry my field of vision. 


The title was “Because I Like You”. 


Surely, this must have taken one hell of a long time to make. Even so, 
Angela always put the letters in beautiful envelopes. The orphanage was 
supposed to save as much as possible for their expenses, so those must have 
been plain envelopes. She must have thought that they were lacking, so she 
was showed me her talent through them. 


But I didn’t notice that. After all, I was too engrossed in our letter 
exchange. 


“T’d like to purchase an artwork... but would it be possible to call a higher- 
up for that?” 


When I said this, the clerk beamed. 


“T have many connections and can offer assistance in all sorts of matters. If 
possible, I’d like to have an open talk with this place’s owner. For now, [’Il 
buy this work as proof of my good faith. I’d also like to meet the artist.” I 
smiled back at him. But the nature of my feelings was different from that of 


the clerk in front of me. “To tell you the truth, the artist is a friend of mine. 
I’ve been looking for her for a long time now.” 


This might turn into a long-term fight. However, I thought, I would 
definitely go through with it. 


The headache eventually went away. 


Clad in an old cloak, a middle-aged man stood in front of a school in a 
certain town. 


He was a normal, average man. Had unkempt hair and wore eyeglasses. 
There was no particularly outstanding trait in him. 


With a sleepy-looking face, the man took his glasses out to rub his eyes 
several times. He was truly just an ordinary man. 


After a while, a bell rang from within the school and children bustled out all 
of a sudden. Boys and girls dressed in matching uniforms passed the 
middle-aged man from the sides and left the school behind, looking like 
they were having fun while chatting with each other. 


Eventually, a girl came outside alone. 


She had pure-white skin and hair, as well as red eyes. Upon spotting the 
man, this girl, whose appearance could be described as fantasy-like even, 
ran straight towards him like a bullet, hugging him as soon as she reached 
his feet. 


“Welcome back, Ms. Angela.” 
“T have arrived, Mr. Oscar.” 


The man so-called Oscar picked up the girl whose name meant “angel”. The 
two embraced each other as if to make sure that there was no space 
whatsoever separating them. As if finishing recharging their batteries, they 
nodded to one another once they had enough and the girl was let down on 
the ground. 


“Are we going like this, Mr. Oscar?” Angela offered her hand. 
Oscar squeezed it unconditionally. 


There was nothing special in those actions. One could tell that they had 
done this countless times already. 


“Yeah, we can go by foot, or do you want to grab a carriage?” 

“Tl walk!” 

“Then, you must be hungry. You’ve got some sort of request, don’t you?” 
“T do, but it’s not that, Mr. Oscar.” 

“Hm?” 

“Mr. Oscar, you’re a lonely guy, right?” 

“Well, kind of.” 


“T thought it’d do you good to go on a walk with me and eat something on 
the way.” 


“Well, that’s true.” 


“Besides, you’re usually always sitting, so it’s best if you walk. I’m worried 
about your back.” 


“Having a young kid worry about my back sure is awkward.” 


Oscar swallowed back the words “How come you know me so well?”. He 
knew that whatever he said to her would be turned over into his own defeat. 


The two of them differed completely in looks, but were in total “harmony” 
when they were together. 


“Mr. Oscar, look, a pretty pigeon.” 


“Indeed, it’s got prettier feathers than the other pigeons.” 
From the perspective of an onlooker, they seemed like parent and child. 


The destination they headed to was a small rentable theater, which was 
holding some kind of exhibition. It seemed to be used for various purposes 
such as plays and lectures. Apparently, it was now hosting a painting 
exhibition. 


After the reception, the two took their time to walk and look around. 
“T like this color. Don’t you think it’s wonderful?” 
“Tt’s nice. I like it too.” 


From young artists with promising futures to award-winning famous ones. 
The wide range of the exhibits was extremely entertaining for the two art 
lovers. 


Ultimately, they reached a series of works arranged together in one room. 
That was apparently the only place where the works of a certain creator 
were gathered. It was probably a small exhibition for an artist who had 
received some sort of prestigious award a while ago. 


Oscar and Angela looked at each other’s faces and laughed. 


The room’s interior was decorated with many artworks, such as paintings 
and frames adomed with beautiful envelopes. One that remarkably caught 
the eye was an abstract painting on an enormous canvas, likely twice as tall 
as an adult man. When the duo came upon this artwork, they stood before it 
and stared in silence. 


The title of the artwork was “Us”. 


Gazing at it was a special moment for the two of them. A lot had happened 
until they arrived at this point. 


Oscar lowered his eyebrows, looking as if he were about to cry. “It’s 
marvelous.” 


The town was full of people, thus there were many people entering and 
exiting this exhibition as well. All sorts of things had happened in the life of 
Oscar, who seemed like nothing but a commonplace man, no matter how 
one looked at him. A person could never see another person’s life story just 
by looking at them. There was nothing extraordinary about the world and 
living was painful more often than not. Therefore, special moments like this 
one would gently illuminate a person’s path, even if just for an instant. 


“If you hadn’t saved me, Mr. Oscar, I wouldn’t have the chance to paint 
this,” Angela whispered intermittently, which further stimulated the Oscar’s 
tear glands. He attempted to let go of her hand to wipe his tears, but Angela 
did not allow it. As she opened her arms and gestured with a “come on”, 
Oscar picked her up. “You’re such a crybaby, Mr. Oscar. I rarely cry at all.” 
Although Angela was the child out of the two of them, yet she wiped 
Oscar’s tears with the sleeve of her uniform, almost in the same way one 
would do with an infant. “Hey, can we discuss about us for a bit?” 


—This kid doesn't resemble my daughter in the slightest. 
“When we first met, you looked pretty lonely.” 
—But the weight I feel when I carry this girl is just like hers. 


“The way you talked also felt lonely in some way, but you were nice. You 
looked like a particularly wonderful person to me. I don’t get attached to 
grown-ups so easily, but... Mr. Oscar, I thought I could get along really well 
with you.” 


——My affection for her just grows. 
“We’re both... on the artistic side, right?” 
“Yes, that was really it.” 

—This might be a sin. 


Oscar feared this more than anything. Therefore, he was scared of accepting 
her fully by changing her title into something other than “friend” or “pen- 


pal”. After all, many things had happened until this point. 


The time he spent with his newest friend was sublime, almost as if they 
were a family. Nevertheless, perhaps this was... 


—....a crime? 


Might it not be anything other than betrayal against his late wife and 
daughter? He had claimed no intentions on having a new family, and yet he 
found several reasons so that the two of them would be together. If he told 
his wife and child about it, would they not feel bad? He could not bring 
himself to think that they were unable to hear him since they were gone. 
They could be right beside him. Maybe he would meet them after he died. 
If so, then this was nothing but betrayal, but he could not stop himself. He 
could no longer let go of the weight of this life. 


—Because... 
“Mr. Oscar. Make sure to count on me when you feel lonely. I owe you for 
the many things you’ve done for me. No, even aside from those things... I 


like you...” 


Unable to keep looking at Angela’s face, Oscar rested his head on her 
shoulder and let out a sob. 


Almost like a mother, Angela whispered softly, “I want us to stay close 
together. ‘Cause this world is too lonely.” 


——Because you’ve become someone important to me. 








While being patted on the head by the girl of angelic name, Oscar evened 
his breathing. He wanted to put the things he had been avoiding until now 
into words. 


This could be betrayal. He might face disapproval for it one day. However, 
he could no longer live alone. He wound up meeting someone whom he 


wanted by his side. The time to put a name to this relationship and to her 
was approaching. 


“Ms. Angela...” 

Perhaps fate had been granted to them when they first met. 
“Can I... be your family?” 

Angela’s face lit up. 

“You’re... someone...” 


And then tears trickled down. Just a little more until Oscar earned himself 
an angel of his own. 


“You’re someone very precious to me... so please, could you spare me a 
reason to stay by your side?” 


This was a story about a prayer that felt like rain in a summer afternoon — 
the kind that was a little mild, yet one would find themselves wishing for 
something to happen once the weather cleared. 


Booklet 7 


Back when we first met, she was a doll that didn’t talk. 


It made me want to kick her and ask if she was alive. The way she was at 
that time, she probably wouldn’t have reacted even if she did get kicked. 


The world after the war was vividly colored. And yet, it was as if she were 
living by herself in a grey realm. As if she were trapped in a room where 


taste and scent didn’t exist. She acted like she were intently enduring 
unstoppable pain. 


——Being with her is boring. 
But I couldn’t get my eyes off her. 
—Why’s she doing this? 


She should’ve used her head. If she thought about it just a little bit, she 
could’ve figured things out. 


— Such a pain in the ass. 


She shouldn’t live life wearing her heart on her sleeve. She should be fake, 
put up a front. 


—Protect yourself a little. 
All Violet could say about life was that it was hard. 


She could do more than twice as many things as an ordinary person could. 
Yet she was insufferably incapable of doing anything that she was bad at. 
She also wasn’t good at getting by, couldn’t tell lies and never ran away 
when she was supposed to. 


Most likely, she’d never fought back. As to whom, it was probably against 
destiny. And probably against the guy called God. She just tamely obeyed 
them. 


It different from person to person, but sure enough, there were people who 
shouldered mostly hurtful fates. Even when they thought it was over, they’d 
get involved in painful conflicts again. There was no salvation for people 
born under that kind of star. Even if they themselves didn’t wish for it, that 
was what would happen to them. The circumstances would bring it to them. 
Bring misfortune. 


God must’ve been beating her up over and over. 


Maybe Violet didn’t like that at first. It might’ve made her cry. But, well, 
once you got used to it, even violence could become a part of everyday life. 


—Isn’t that right, Violet? 


God definitely hated you. 
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——There’s a doll making noises in this dark room. 


The thing in the shape of a blond-haired, blue-eyed girl was earnestly 
playing a melody. The way her mechanical arms operated the machine 
made her look almost like a piano accompanist. The ticking typewriter 
sounds flowed endlessly, practically like music. Slow at first, gradually 
growing faster. Strong, strong, strong, gentle. 


The conversation between machines finished quietly in the room. There was 
no praise or applause. 


The way she simply typed the letters down as if offering a prayer made her 
look like a pilgrim. Of course, the doll was neither a musician nor a pilgrim. 
She was a lonely artist. 


The doll’s occupation was of Auto-Memories Doll. A profession that had 
existed since before the war, but the nice old-fashioned job had become 
active exactly because the war was over. Those who didn’t know the gist of 
it very well would say that it was a temporary job for women before getting 
married to rich men. But that actually wasn’t the case. 


Since this profession combined physical and brain labor, there were some 
people who stood out for making a name for themselves in the industry. If 
anything, the most demanded girls traveled around a lot. The fact that she 
had been left behind while the others had gone out and was writing down 
documents spoke volumes about her lack of popularity. 


I knew why she was alone in this room right now. 


She had gone on a ghostwriting business trip, but was rejected and came 
back. Apparently, the client had told her that he didn’t want a woman with 
prosthetic arms, who had marks of the war engraved into her body, 
ghostwriting for him. 


The commissioner of the letter had lost his wife in the war. For the sake of 
the infant children that had been left to him, he had been searching for a 
new wife and finally managed to remarry. And so, he was looking for 
someone to write the wedding invitations. He probably wanted everyone to 
celebrate it. Like, “Congratulations; hope you’!l be happy together”. People 
from all over the world. 


Of course he’d be disheartened if a girl like that turned up and showed her 
prosthetics during such a time. It must’ve felt like she was throwing cold 
water on his happiness. Something might have happened that reminded him 
of his late wife. 


——Like I care, stupid. That ain’t something you can take out on her. 


Cattleya went in her stead and got angry, saying he was a nasty man. 


People who were hated by God had it hard, I thought. 


—There’s a doll standing in front of the entrance, gentle wind blowing by 
her. 


Having come back from a delivery, I found her on stand-by with a tight 
posture. When this woman was silent, she really was just like a doll. 


Had she gone to a client’s house and been turned away again? Or had they 
told her that they wanted a different girl next time? 


Auto-Memories Dolls were something else. I liked just sending deliveries 
better. I refused to bow subserviently to people who acted conceited. If it 
were me, I’d have long quit. 


But Violet came to work every day. 
—She’s got more guts than some. 


I was lost as to whether or not I should talk to her. I couldn’t tell someone 
from a different line of work what they should do. “Cheer up; don’t let it get 
to you” — I didn’t know if this kind of line would have any effect on her. I 
had the feeling that she had no need for other people in the first place. 


Still, in times like these, the guy that had taken us in would talk to her. 
“Little Violet, there’s always a next time. You can take it slow,” he’d say. 


Before I went to talk to her, she spotted me and nodded in greeting. 
“Violet.” 


The name that sounded so pretty when it rolled out of my mouth was the 
one of a flower. 


“Did you get turned away again? Hodgins won’t be mad at you. Let’s go 
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Violet’s eyes blinked repeatedly. “No, I was not turned away today.” 


A violet was a flower that bloomed with purple petals. 


“Therefore, President Hodgins said we should have a meal as a 
celebration...” 


No matter how many times it was stepped on, this flower never stopped 
living. 


“T see; isn’t that great?” 


For some reason, I was relieved, as if I had just confirmed that the chick I 
had been protecting was okay. 


“Yes.” 


“Make a happier face, would you... no, forget that. Don’t try to do it 
physically. Stop using your hands to make yourself smile.” 


What a weirdo. She made me feel strange. 
——There’s a doll walking around town dyed in the colors of sunset. 


A Prussian-blue jacket. A snow-white ribbon-tie dress. An emerald brooch 
on the chest. A pair of cocoa-brown high-laced boots that made clicking 
sounds resound from the brick-paved road. 


I was used to seeing that doll. To be more precise, she was a girl with the 
appearance of a doll. 


Someone was bound to stand out if they were loitering on a bridge and 
Staring at a map while everyone else was going home. She was in the way 
of traffic and just her get-up was already conspicuous enough. 


The reason why I happened to easily spot her in an unfamiliar town at 
sunset — a time of the day when one’s vision would begin to worsen — 
wasn’t that I naturally paid conscious attention to her or anything of the 
sort. I was just in the middle of a delivery to somewhere a bit far on that 
day. It was two hours away from the capital Leiden going by motorcycle. 


“We deliver to wherever our clients desire.” 


That was my job. So it was generally similar to the work of that blond- 
haired, blue-eyed girl in front of my eyes. In her case, it was “we rush to 
wherever our clients desire”. 


We used to meet in the office building often when work had just started, but 
lately, we didn’t see each other at all. Her number of commissions had 
likely increased. Things seemed to be going well for her. It looked like she 
was having some sort of problem, but she’d probably be okay even if I left 
her there. 


—She gonna be fine, right? 


Dressed in an outfit that seemed to pop straight out of a fairy tale, the girl 
continued glaring at the map. 


——Hey, you gonna be fine, ain't you, Violet? 


She was a mysterious Auto-Memories Doll — so beautiful it was uncanny, 
yet with a somewhat wild aspect. 


Some time had passed ever since our boss introduced her to us out of 
nowhere. We were told that she was an ex-soldier, but we didn’t know the 
details of her circumstances. 


Several of the CH Postal Company’s staff members were unique fellows. A 
former girl soldier was quite a rare thing, but in any case, our president, 
Claudia Hodgins, was a former high-ranking soldier himself. Many of us 
were the kind to dash away without leaning on anyone, despite each having 
their own burden. 


Probably because the president was also like that. 
Therefore, well, even if she was younger than me, we were both 
independent people, so my personal opinion was that I should keep enough 


distance to watch over her growth rather than meddle in her business. 


—She’s dicey... 


I stayed like that and watched her walk for a while. Violet Evergarden never 
spoke up about being in trouble when she was in trouble, so the people 
around her just passed her by. As she avoided the flow of people while 
Staring intently at the map all by herself, her figure was that of a lonely 
traveler. 


—If you don’t know where to go, ask someone. 


I wasn’t nice enough to call out to someone I wasn’t close to. But it wasn’t 
like we were strangers, either. 


I suddenly heard a habitual voice, “Haah? So you ignored Little Violet 
when she was in a pinch? How insensitive can you be? You’re gonna leave 
a girl on her own even though it’s about to get dark? You’re a disgrace as a 
gentleman. Why won't you talk to her? Are you being shy? Self-conscious ? 
Is that it, Benedict?” 


A scene that couldn’t be described as anything but “noisy” surfaced in my 
head. Tediously lectured by the man inside my brain, I started getting the 
feeling that I indeed should help her out. 


Without any other choice, I concentrated my strength on my stomach and 
called her name as if yelling in anger, “VIOLET!” 


She who was loved by the president like a princess reacted by perking up 
like a rabbit and then looked my way. When I waved at her to come over, 
she rushed towards me in a sprint. “Benedict, is something the matter?” 
That was the first thing she said, dealing me an under-shoulder swing- 
down. 


“Don’t ask me if something’s the matter. What’s up with you...?” 


“T have finished my ghostwriting business trip here, so I am about to go 
back to the company. I was informed by the townspeople that it should take 
about six hours on foot, so I was attempting to confirm the direction.” 


““Walking’, you say...2 How’d you get here?” 


“By train up to a nearby area. I took an omnibus from there... however, as 
the ghostwriting took more time than the expected, I wound up missing the 
last ride.” 


“You could just spend the night at an inn, y'know?” 


“This is a distance that I can conquest by marching, so that would be a 
waste of time and funds.” 


When I heard the word “marching”, I almost let out a sigh. As expected, it 
seemed she still couldn’t get over her soldier spirit. 


“T’ll let you ride behind me... so let’s go back together.” 
“Ts that all right?” 


“Obviously, since we’re going in the same direction. But even if you were 
going a different way, well, I’d still give you a lift.” 


“T am heavy; will you be able to handle it...?” 


I looked at her slender waist and neck, wondering what she meant by that, 
but then concluded she was talking about her prosthetics. Once she hopped 
on the motorcycle, its running speed undeniably slowed down. We had 
issues going through unpaved roads, as the tires mired in. 


“Perhaps I should run behind you?” 
About this girl’s stupid side, she always decided to sacrifice herself. 
“No, there’s no meaning in that.” 


Whenever I was with her, I understood why Hodgins had told me to take 
care of her. 


“We can arrive together.” 


“You dumb or what? This thing normally carries baggage much heavier 
than you, so it’s gonna be fine.” 


“An excellent soldier it is.” 

“You mean ‘an excellent motorcycle’.” 
Inwardly, I was thinking, “I’m screwed.” 
“Benedict.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Thank you very much, Benedict.” 
“Yeah, I get it.” 

“T shall pay you back somehow.” 


“T get it already.” 


“T cannot give you a fixed date for it at the moment, but... I will give you 
some sort of monetary compensation.” 


“No need.” 

“But...” 

“T said I don’t need it.” 

“Then can I count on you again another time?” 
“You’re so cheeky all of a sudden.” 


“Taking work efficiency into consideration, being given a ride by one of our 
company’s postmen is extremely helpful.” 


“Aah, so that’s what this is about.” 
“Yes.” 


“T’1l do it if I feel like it.” 


“Shoot,” I thought. 
I was weak to stray dogs and cats that didn’t get too attached to people. 
—There was a doll walking in the rain. 


Leiden was on a shortage of rain lately, so this shower was literally a 
blessing. But for a postman carrying materials and letters that shouldn’t get 
wet by any means, it was nothing but a visitation of misfortune. 


I decided it’d be best to have the lunch that I had missed rather than force 
myself to carry out the deliveries and fall off the motorcycle. When I 
walked into a café that I was well-acquainted with, I found a number of 
people that had taken shelter just like me. 


— Good job at work, I whispered in my head to all the workers present. 


I ordered a warm beverage and meal set first-thing and then went to take a 
seat. It wasn’t by my own request that I got a seat by the window. The 
waiter was the one who took the hint. 


——All I have left to do is go back to the company after three more 
deliveries and then list the remaining ones. 


Coffee was a delicious thing to drink while listening to the sound of gently 
falling rain. 


——Speaking of which, I also gotta order the equipment that broke. 


Thinking about work even when on break wasn’t a very good thing to do, 
but it couldn’t be helped considering the line of work of postmen. We were 
always pressed for time and even if we had a lot to do in one day, the 
amount of stuff we could handle was limited. I felt that even more keenly 
because I could sense from experience that my position was gradually rising 
within the company. 


—TI’ve got a lot to do. And after that... after that... 


While thinking about this, I found something odd in the cityscape. 


The view of Leiden was picturesque under rain. I myself liked the rain 
when I didn’t have to work. But no, that wasn’t it — I had spotted Violet 
running amidst the rain. She was holding a bag, which probably had letters 
in it, tight against her chest so that it wouldn’t get soaked. 


I stood up from the chair without thinking. Albeit through glass, when 
Violet passed in front of my eyes, she also took notice of me and stopped. 


Ever since I’d started giving her rides on my motorcycle, we came to a 
mutual understanding. That being said, she didn’t talk much, so I often 
called to her one-sidedly. I found out that she’d properly speak once spoken 
to. 


“How ‘bout you take a break too?” I gesticulated. 

“No, I will return to the company,” Violet replied by gesticulating too. 
“That so? Thanks for the hard work.” 

“Thank you for your hard work.” 


When I waved, Violet waved back a little. With no facial expression, she 
waved her hand. 


Violet’s figure then quickly disappeared from sight, and I felt that the coffee 
I drank after this had kind of changed in flavor. I had the feeling that it 
gained a strange aftertaste. 


—So she can wave her hand and stuff like that. 


She probably wouldn’t have done that at first. I didn’t do it either. “Cause, 
like, it was the Violet Evergarden. The girl who tried to physically lift her 
cheeks when Hodgins told her to “stop the deadpan in front of the 
customers”, and then reported that it didn’t work. The girl who described 
walking a distance for hours as “marching”. The girl who took action as if 
she’d forgotten her emotions somewhere. The girl who was always looking 
only at her emerald brooch, as if she had nothing else that was close to her. 


A girl who didn’t seem to have a single friend. 


——And yet, she waved at me. 


Maybe that moment just now was a crystallization of the time Violet and I 
had spent together until we got to this point? That fact tickled my heart in a 
sort-of mushy spot. For whatever reason, I felt that this I flavor, which I had 
never tasted before, was coming from the coffee. The feeling wasn’t as easy 
to understand as what I felt for other women... Rather, it was embarrassing 
to say it aloud, but this was the innocent kind of deep affection that you’d 
feel for a fellow human being. 


—Guess it’s really the kind of happiness that you feel when a stray dog 
starts getting attached to you. 


If a woman that I was having a crush on were drenched in rain, it would’ve 
probably sprouted ulterior motives in me. No, if I had to pick, she was more 
like an underling to me, wasn’t she? 


Not understanding anything about this feeling, all I could do was worry 
about her catching a cold. 


—lI’m getting soft. 

Aah, as I had thought, I was screwed. Pretty screwed. 

——A doll brought a little kid over and is asking for the impossible. 
“T would like to go looking for Lady Isabella York.” 


I was wondering if she’d started to take notice of her own charm lately. 
How should I put it? No, she probably hadn’t noticed it. Rather, I was the 
one who had taken notice of it, hence why I’d find myself thinking that. 


“Please...” 
Hearing her ask for a favor felt quite ticklish. 


I want you to consider this. Suppose there’s a stray dog or cat that you 
weren’t too close to and just started getting along with, what would you 
think if it started crying “meow, meow” at you? 


“She is my friend.” 
What would you think? It’d thug the strings of your heart, wouldn’t it? 
“Benedict, can I count on you?” 


Our president, who had caught this disease first, immediately threw this 
proposal at me. 


— His rationality’s faltering. Deal with it a bit more like an adult. 


Hodgins was head-over-heels for Violet. No, not in a weird sense. He really 
looked after her as if she were his own family. Age-wise, she was too big to 
be a child, but since she was so childish on the inside, he wound up treating 
her like a daughter. 


When Violet said “please” with her blue eyes staring at him, he generally 
couldn’t refuse. Plus, whenever she asked for a favor, it was often in 
situations that had quite some urgency to them, which she really couldn’t do 
anything about on her own and she needed help for, so denying it would be 
inhumane. She normally didn’t rely on anyone, which made turning her 
down even nastier. 


— Stop; don’t look at me. Don’t turn those wet eyes towards me. 
“Benedict...” 

—That ain’ fair. Taylor, don’t give me that same look either. 

In the end, I accepted the job, but it was a pretty daunting one. 
——There’s a doll knocking on the door at three in the afternoon. 


The apartment I’d been renting ever since I started living in 
Leidenschaftlich was sordid. One could see to some extent what kind of life 
a person was living if they visited said person’s room, but everything in my 
room made it look like a temporary home. It didn’t feel like a bedroom. 


Probably because I didn’t think I’d keep on working as a postman. 


All the furnishings were stuff I’d picked up, so their colors were fading 
away and some part of them was always dusty even if I cleaned it up. The 
scarce sunlight was also a bad thing. There was only one window and the 
curtains were always shut, so it was easy to accumulate dust. 


I used to keep them properly open before, but after coming across a 
suspicious person in the middle of the night, I began shutting them. Not for 
my sake. It was for the perpetrator who might target my window again one 
day. 


Not only did I push him off the window, I also gave chase, held him down, 
got on all fours to beat him to a pulp and then took him to the military 
police, where he had to immediately be sent to a doctor and they told me 
that what I had done was “overuse of self-defense”. Why was I the one who 
had to be told off? Honestly, this city was peaceful only in people’s heads. 
That wouldn’t bother my past self, but I kindly led him to the military 
police because I was a postman now. 


To top it off, annoyingly enough, the perpetrator that I had put in critical 
condition apparently thought I was a woman. I certainly didn’t have bad 
looks, but that was a stretch, yeah? He should’ve taken a look at my 
shoulder width. 


“Benedict.” 

Anyway, well, this apartment wasn’t very good. I had nothing to worry 
about if I were attacked, but the memory that I kinda got scared and stayed 
in Hodgins’s apartment for a while remained with me. 


“Benedict, it is past the arranged time.” 


So there was no helping that I had no idea what time it was now. I kept my 
curtains shut, after all. I couldn’t tell if it was sunny or dark outside. 


“It is past midday. Already three o’clock.” 


The day after I got wasted was a holiday, so there was no helping that I 
couldn’t wake up. Right? 


“Benedict, may I break the door in order to check for your life signals?” 


Being asked for drastic measures, I jumped from my bed and headed to the 
front door. When I opened it, what I saw was a woman with golden hair that 
shone more than mine, like the Full Moon, and blue eyes of a shade deeper 
than my own. 


“Violet...” 


Violet Evergarden. She was an Auto-Memories Doll from the same 
company as myself. 


We sometimes interacted at work, but her visiting my home was a first. It 
was pretty sunny outside and Violet looked like she could be tumed into a 
beautiful painting with such a stunning afternoon scenery behind her. 


She didn’t have bad looks either, just like me. 


“What’re you doing?” I asked with my face flushed from drinking and my 
voice a bit hoarse, causing the slightest bit of chance to Violet’s lack of 
facial expression. She frowned a little. 


“We had an arrangement.” 

“What kind?” 

“Choosing a gift for President Hodgins.” 
“Ts it his birthday?” 


“No. Had we not decided to give him a gift during the banquet that will be 
held on the anniversary of the CH Postal Company?” 


We might have. When she said that, I had the feeling we did. 


I fell silent for a moment and dug up my memories. Violet patiently waited 
for me while I stayed quiet. 


“Wait, I really can’t remember. What kind of promise did I make about 
this?” 


Violet’s eyebrows curved downward this time. Having spent some time 
with her, I could tell that this was Violet’s “sad”. Moreover, she definitely 
would never say that she was sad, so the feeling would just be absorbed 
inside of her without her ever speaking up about it. Crying like a pipe 
wasn’t her character. She wouldn’t whine, either. That was exactly why she 
stimulated my sense of guilt. 


After a short interval, Violet opened her mouth, “Yesterday, we spent 
dinnertime together.” 


“Now that you mentioned it, we were. We rarely do that. I have the feeling I 
was the one who invited you.” 


“Yes. It was just dinnertime, after all... We went to a place that served 
alcoholic beverages, but I accompanied you because one can both drink and 
eat there.” 


“T feel that we... ordered a spicy seafood soup together.” 
“Tt was fiery.” 
“While we were eating... that’s right, I was drinking.” 


“You were. According to the owner of the establishment, the amount that 
you drank was too large for an adult to consume in one day.” 


“You didn’t have to add that.” 

With her long, golden eyelashes bending down, Violet said, “Albeit with 
slurred speech, Benedict, you were talking about how grateful you were for 
every single day.” 


My brows furrowed at the statement of the woman in front of me. 


“You were grateful to President Hodgins for taking you in as a postman. I 
am grateful to him in a similar way. Most likely... what people call 


‘companionship’... happened between us for a moment... and we discussed 
about the two of us giving him a present on the upcoming anniversary.” 


“You’re kidding.” 

“Tt is true.” 

“You and me? Gratitude? Companionship?” 

If anyone else were telling me this, I’d be sure that it was made up. 
“Gratitude and companionship towards President Hodgins.” 


But this woman was the one saying it with her skylark voice, so I could do 
nothing but believe it. Because there weren’t many people in my life — and 
most likely in all of Leidenschaftlich — who were as diligent and straight- 
laced as her. 


——They say there are people who can‘ live if not like this. 


There were bound to be easier ways to live, but she couldn’t manage them. 
Therefore, she also couldn’t lie. 


I urged her to continue with a “go on”. 


“T asked you what would be good as a gift for President Hodgins. You 
receive a salary, thus something compatible with it would be in order. But 
Benedict, you said you were running out of money.” 


“Sounds like something I’d say.” 


“T then suggested a compromise plan, in which both of us would give 
money and buy something together. We also settled on a time to meet. 
Three o’clock on the next day... literally this very moment. Benedict, you 
drank quite a lot, so I brought you over to this residence once we left the 
bar.” 


“You brought me here?!” my voice came out alarmed. 


Violet was making a face that seemed to ask if there was a problem with 
that. I was an adult man. 


“T did. Compared to heavy weaponry, you are as light as a feather.” 
This former girl soldier’s prosthetic arms and tough body were terrifying. 


“However, leaving aside the fact that I carried you, Benedict, when I saw 
you languidly stretched out like a snake, I expressed concern that you might 
not manage to get up the next day. You confirmed my concerns and said 
that you wanted me to come fetch you. I acknowledged this, put it to action, 
and now here we are.” 

In that moment, I had a sudden thought. 

“Haha.” When I realized it, I found myself laughing. 

“Benedict, this is not the time to laugh.” 

“No, I gotta.” 

“This is not the time to laugh.” 


——No, I gotta laugh, Violet. We’ve gotten really close. 


We spent time together day after day. Each of those times, my emotions 
would gush forth. 


“Violet, you’ve been coming back home through some weird road again, 
haven't you?” 


“Violet, don’t report my fails to Hodgins.” 
“Violet, you know why Cattleya’s pissed?” 
“Violet, look, it’s my new motorcycle.” 


“Violet, put on a coat when if you get cold.” 


“Violet, why do you make decisions without asking anyone’s opinion?” 
“Violet, help me clean the desk.” 

“Violet, that’s inefficient. Take the routes I taught you.” 

“Violet, that’s unfair.” 

“Violet, I had a weird dream yesterday. Do you dream?” 

“Violet, I’m gonna take a nap, so wake me up when Cattleya arrives.” 
“Violet, I found an umbrella repair shop. I’Il take you there so hop on.” 
“Violet, did you hear? Looks like that bakery’s gone out of business.” 
“Violet, you didn’t get a souvenir for me?” 

“Violet, if you got anything that’s troubling you, just say it. Count on me.” 
“Violet, Violet, Violet.” 


“Violet.” 





—There’s a dool looking at herself in the entrance hall’s gigantic mirror. 


Leidenschaftlich’s national flower was the bougainvillea. White, pink, 
colorful bougainvilleas bloomed under the clear sky, tinting the city in a 
myriad of hues. She was repeatedly putting on and taking off a hat that had 
said flowers as patterns. 


“You ready?” 
When I spoke to her, Violet turned around. “Yes.” 


Having grown up considerably from the time we had first met, she couldn’t 
be called a girl anymore. Still, the Violet who used to be helplessly lonely 
would stay in my heart forever and ever. The Violet who kept on living 
despite being at loss. The Violet who hopelessly chased after just one 
person, like an idiot. I was watching her the whole time. Watching from the 
side. 


“Tsn’t it fine that way?” 
When I said this, Violet nodded in agreement and put the hat back on. 


We were about to go to a wedding ceremony now. A very happy one at that 
— a marriage between our co-workers from the CH Postal Company. 


The romance between one of the receptionists and my junior postman was 
something that took quite some time and had its detours. They kept failing 
to see each other, so the people around them had given up, thinking it 
wouldn’t be possible... 


But the guy found his resolve and held up the woman. 


I’d also been watching over the progress of their love for pretty long, so I 
was sincerely glad that it had bloomed. The one who thought so most 
keenly was probably Hodgins. As proof of that, all posts had ceased service 
at three o’clock today. We all headed to one of Leiden’s luxury hotels to 
hold a feast. 


Hodgins seemed moved by the fact that a couple had been born at the 
company he had built and by today’s event, in which they were even going 
to get married. Therefore, everyone was to participate. Adjusting the 
schedules was a hassle. 


We were the only ones left in the office till the last minute. After closing the 
front doors and hanging a “closed for today” sign, we had to get ready to 


gO. 

No riding the motorcycle today. There was a carriage waiting for us outside. 
Dressing up to attend a wedding with her and stuff like that... 

—Now it feels just right. 

I no longer had that hesitation from the beginning and taking care of her 


completely fulfilled my reason for living. As for Violet, her way of dealing 
with me became cruder with each year. 


“How do you escort someone again?” 

“Bend your arm. I will place my arm around it.” 
“Can’t we just hold hands?” 

“We should not incite misunderstandings.” 


“That wouldn’t happen with you and me. C’mon, let’s hold hands just to 
test it out.” 


“Why?” 
“<S fine, ‘s fine.” 


The two of us stood tentatively in front of the enormous mirror. And then 
we held hands. The pair of blue-eyed blondes were side by side 
harmoniously. 


“Whoa.” 

“What do you mean by ‘whoa’?” 

“We really do look like siblings when we’re next to each other, huh.” 
Golden hair and blue irises. Different shades, but still similar. 


At first, it was someone who mentioned it, and after they had said it, I 
thought it could be true. 


“You probably think so because our hair and eye colors are alike. Is this 
enough? I am letting go,” Violet said, but I squeezed her hand even tighter. 


Don’t know why but I wanted to do so. 
“Benedict.” 


“This doesn’t mean anything weird.” 


There was something I was thinking about today. A statement I wanted to 
make. 


“Violet.” 


—You remember how many times we rode on my motorcycle? I don’t 
remember anymore. First times keep piling up little by little, to the point 
where they stop being special and turn into an everyday thing. When these 
things are part of daily life, they’re so in our face that we dont realize it, 
but in a corner of my head, I’m at least aware that they’re not gonna last 
forever. We’re just co-workers at a company. I’m a man and you’re a 
woman. But it’s not like we’re in love. It’s not like we can be a family, either. 


“Hey, if you ever get married, make sure to give me a proper heads-up.” 
—But dont simply start acting like I never existed. 

“Why...2” 

“Tt’s fine, ain’t it? Got nothing to lose by that.” 


—FEven if that time comes for you and you disappear from my sight one 
day, don’t act like I was never there. 


“T merely do not think this would ever happen...” 
“You can’t know for sure, yeah?” 


—I’m actually not the kind of guy who concerns himself so much with 
someone else. I’m a guy who doesn’t warm up. I ain’ bad at looking after 
people, but to tell the truth, I’m not sympathetic. I’m not Hodgins. 
Basically, my top priority is myself. You changed me. I used to have no 
interest in you. You didn’t matter to me. For me, you were no more than one 
of the characters who turned up in my life. But you make a difference. A lot 
of difference. That’s probably why I changed, but it’s so stupid. Nowadays, 
if fate ever happens to beat you up or if there’s ever a time when God 
knocks you out, I don’t mind stepping forward and getting hit by either of 
them in your place. Violet. It wasn’t fun seeing you looking miserable and 


hanging your head low. It wasn’t fun hearing the details about your past. It 
wasn't fun watching you get jerked around by the ghost of just one person. 
It wasn’t fun when you tried to be an adult while staying an unhappy child. 
There might be people like you around the world. Yet you were especially 
boring. God hated you. But now you’re the most amusing fellow ever, who 
managed to change herself. Your actions definitely changed people, one by 
one. I saw it all. I was proper witness to it, Violet Evergarden. 


“You did your best. So when there’s an important event in your life, I’m 
gonna see it through no matter what.” 


I thought Violet was going to be quiet like usual, but she was staring 
intently at me. Her silence wasn’t painful anymore. 


I could feel her hand, which I was grabbing one-sidedly, grasping mine 
back. The pain of it was a proof of trust. 


— Your prosthetics are strong. 

“All right...” Violet whispered nothing but that. 
But just that was enough. 

“Tt is... about time we take our leave.” 

“True.” 


In the end, we forgot about the escorting and walked off still holding hands. 
After we locked the door, everything was closed. 


The carriage’s cab was waiting reverently. Hodgins’s thoughtfulness could 
be go too far at times, but this was just perfect. 


“Hum, I have been thinking.” 
“About what?” 


“We cannot know... what the future has in store...” 


“Yeah.” 

“So, Benedict, will you also report to me when you marry?” 

“Nah, it’d be too much work, so maybe I wouldn’t tell you anything.” 
“Why...? Did you not say that there was nothing to lose from it?” 
“Oh, you got complaints?” 

“T do not. I merely pointed out a contradiction in the conversation.” 
“Lies. You do. It’s written on your face.” 

“T am merely pointing out a contradiction in the conversation.” 
“Like me lots, don’t ya?” 

“T am merely pointing out a contradiction in the conversation.” 
“You being shy?” 

“T am not.” 

“Are too. Don’t hide it.” 


God, even if You hate her, she’s so dear to me that I can’t help myself. 
Leave her alone. 


Booklet 8 


A certain man picked up a wild beast. 


It was beautiful to an uncanny extent. Catastrophically foolish. Laughably 
ignorant and violent. 


However, it was also an extremely rare kind of beast, which had attachment 
for people and obeyed them. 


Its fur was golden. Its eyes were a limpid blue. 


The beast did not know how to let out a cry, but if trained, it could probably 
sell for a high price. 


Such was the beast that the man had picked. 


The man and the beast’s encounter was a result of misfortune, as a great 
number of people had fallen victim to the beast’s fangs. 


The beast followed the man’s back around all the time. 


It was a terrifying beast, which devoured humans. He had to hurry and 
dispose of it somewhere. 


Still, the man thought, it would probably be useful in a battlefield. 
The man’s occupation was national defense. His status was of naval captain. 


A ferocious beast was suitable as a guard dog, and no one would be 
troubled if the lonely beast lost its life somewhere. 


For the man, the beast was not a desired companion, but whatever could be 
used should be used. 


Had he not thrown it away when he was supposed to, the future would have 
changed drastically. 
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Violet Evergarden If 
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“Shirt — not that; the shirt.” 


The soft light of dawn shone over Leiden, the capital of Leidenschaftlich. It 
was a fine season, in which petals of bougainvillea flowers danced about. A 
beautiful morning. The appearance of the city was divine as sunshine 
flowed down from the rifts between the clouds, like ladders for the angels. 
A daylight that caused people to embrace a little bit of hope toward the day 
called today and the long period called life — that caused such thoughts to 
appear — was illuminating the city. 


On this wonderful day, inside the dormitory of a facility built in the 
vicinities of Leidenschaftlich’s Ministry of the Navy, a man had fallen into 
an overcast mood, in contrast with the scenery outside. Although he had 
woken up a mere few minutes ago, he was irritated. He was not looking at 
the sunlight coming from the window. Neither did he have any interest in 
the dancing of the gentle shadows created by the fluttering curtains. 


The only thing he had his eyes on was his beast. 
“Tt’s the shirt. You’re not doing that on purpose, are you?” 


The man belonged to a privileged class. One could tell that his furnished, 
private room had been renovated so that its user could live in maximum 
comfort. Something of the sort was not permitted unless the person was 
from a social position fitting of it. 


He hated the idea of having his own house. He also avoided returning to his 
home and to a smaller component of his nation, his family. 


“<«Shirt’.” 

“The shirt. Shirt.” 

“<«Shirt’.” 

“No, that’s a cufflink. Listen up; I’m gonna say it one more time.” 


As he spoke, his voice was low, charming and sullen. His hair, like ink in 
the color of nightly darkness with a thread of blue mixed in, was long and 
resembled silk. His deeply carved and delicate facial features would surely 
be showered with attention from women if he went on a walk in the city. 
One could tell the fineness of his upbringing with a single glance from his 
noble beauty. 


The man who bore such looks, Dietfried Bougainvillea, was fed up with the 
girl in front of him, who could not do as much as bring him a shirt. From 
her appearance, said girl, unshapely clad in the female officer uniform of 
Leidenschaftlich’s navy, was so young that she had not yet reached her mid- 
teens. He could be considered much too immature for making an angry face 
at such a child. 


Dietfried grasped her tiny hand, of a size so different from his own, and 
made her hold onto a white shirt. “Shirt,” he said while glaring at her, as if 
to give her a lesson. His lips also moved slowly, so that she would 
understand the pronunciation. 


The girl being glared at alternated between looking at the shirt she was 
made to grab and at her master, who was naked from the waist up. Her big 
eyes opened even wider as she was attempting to learn something. 


Dietfried wanted to start yelling at her immediately, but somehow managed 
to remain in his current state, accepting her silence and that she took her 
time. 


Eventually, the girl nodded. “‘Shirt’...” 


Dietfried exhaled. He let out a breath mixed with both relief and 
disappointment. 


“That’s right; it’s a shirt that I want.” 
“This is a shirt.” 

“What will you do with that shirt?” 
“Captain, it is a shirt.” 


“Yeah, that’s right. Just hand it over after you say that. You’re really one 
handful of a mongrel.” 


“A shirt.” 
“Enough.” 
“Captain, a shirt.” 
“Enough already!” 


What he was doing was teaching. The girl, who could not even properly say 
that word, had never had any education. She was an orphan that Dietfried 
had taken in due to certain circumstances and did not know how to speak 
very well. Most likely, she was being used by someone else before Dietfried 
had picked her. 


She was definitely a wild beast rather than a person. All she could do was 
murder people as per her master’s order. She was a bestial girl who was 
unable to do anything but that. Dietfried had the girl live in one of 
Leidenschaftlich’s warships, immediately putting her into action for combat 
should there be any battles at sea, using her as a soldier. 


The reason why he was scoring exceptionally good military achievements 
was that he kept her by his side. As she had the appearance of an infant, she 
easily incited negligence. She had already displayed her power a number of 
times by approaching enemy warships on a boat, causing a disturbance by 
the moment that she was mistaken for a victim and allowed onboard, then 


taking advantage of it to start a naval attack. It was an inhumane work for a 
little girl to do. 


Dietfried was aware of that. Yet he had made her do it. She had done it 
countless times. 


He had thought she would soon die, but whenever he went to check on the 
bodies, she was usually the lone survivor. No matter how much he 
attempted to kill her, to have her killed, she did not die. Instead, she would 
crush the enemy ships. 


“Leidenschaftlich’s Undine” was what the navy soldiers called her now. 


If he could not kill her, he had no choice but make her useful. Dietfried 
despised this girl, who had slaughtered his underlings when they first met, 
but that time had now passed and was opening up anew. Making use of this 
girl’s life until she collapsed was also a way to mourn for those who were 
gone. That was how he thought it over. For that reason, in order to work her 
hard also as a servant, he was teaching her how to speak. 


He had started doing it because of the fact that they had trouble 
communicating, but Dietfried did not have much talent as an educator. He 
had been able to climb up to the position of naval captain due to his 
personal achievements. He was skilled at leading and instructing people, 
but for lecturing a child like this one-on-one, he was terribly unfit. 


“Next, the shoes. Put my shoes on for me.” 
“Shay,” 

“Here, look at the way my mouth moves.” 
“T—am.” 

“Shoes. C’mon, try saying it.” 

“*Sho-es’.” 


“Say it five times. Shoes, shoes, shoes, shoes, shoes.” 


“<Shoes, shoes, shoes, shoes, shoes’.” 

“All right. Now, put my shoes on me.” 

“Captain, you mean ‘shoes, shoes, shoes, shoes, shoes’.” 
Clearly unfit. 

“Captain.” 

“You trash.” 

“°Tra-sh’.” 

“Hey, don’t say ‘trash’ to me.” 


“What does ‘tra-sh’ mean?” 


Dietfried felt like crawling onto the bed he was sitting on and lying down to 
sulk just like that. In fact, he did hang his head and roll onto it. 


Anyone who knew him well would evaluate that, for someone like him, he 
was teaching her very patiently. As he was the kind of man who could do 
anything flawlessly by nature, his attitude towards those who could not was 
cold. Such a man was attempting to educate an orphan child who did not 
know how to talk. He was in a state where one could say that he was 
making an effort. 


“Captain, it is morning.” 


“T know... I ain’t sleeping. I’m lying face-down ‘cause I’m disappointed in 
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you. 
“Do you have any orders for ‘You’?” 
“Y’ know, I do call you ‘You’, but that ain’t your name.” 


“Tf not, “You’ will be on stand-by.” 


Albeit good at catching on words such as “stand-by” or “order”, she was 
slow to absorb terms that were used in daily life. The discrepancy between 
the things she did and did not have interest in was evident in the results of 
her learning. 


This wild beast of a girl actually did not need words. 


Even so, Dietfried had decided to grant them to her. Going back on a 
decision was shameful to him. He believed that he should never do such a 
thing. 


——TI gotta at least make her evolve from wild animal to watchdog. Or else, 
both she and I will be in trouble. 


Dietfried was striving. He was exerting himself extraordinarily. 
“Enough; I’m gonna comb my hair now. Gimme the comb.” 


It seemed she had properly memorized the word “comb”, as she 
immediately took it from the dresser that the room was already provided 
with and presented it to Dietfried. She observed him with her big, 
gemstone-like eyes as he sat up as if it were a pain and slowly began 
combing his lengthy hair. He smooth and deftly braided it with his long 
fingers, then tied it with a ribbon and it was over. 


Dietfried hit the bed with a slap, directing the girl to sit next to him. “Do as 
I do. As long as you’re wearing that uniform, you’re my subordinate. You 
having a bad appearance is a problem for me.” 


Accepting the comb, the girl began combing her hair as well. She was 
improving lately, but her hair was damaged for a while due to malnutrition, 
so the ends tended to entangle. When she tried to force the comb through, 
Dietfried apprehended her with a hand. 


“This again... Stop; don’t treat your hair like that... Why do I gotta brush it 
every day? Today’s the day that you’re gonna get it cut,” Dietfried said 
while carefully unraveling the entangled hair tips in her stead. 


The girl was stock-still. Dietfried did not realize that the facial expression 
on her profile was a little bit different from her usual deadpan. 


“Captain.” 

“What?” 

“Should ‘you’ comb your hair as well?” 

“Nah, ‘s fine. I get a bad feeling when you’re behind me.” 


Whether she had understood or not, the girl closed her eyes as if holding 
back on something. “All right...” 


In order to both replenish and repair the warship, Dietfried went on land. 
The stay at the port was scheduled to last up to five days. During that 
period, the crew would be on vacation. Most of his subordinates were 
roaming the city of Leiden, but those who lived close to it took full 
advantage of their days off to go see their families in their hometowns. 


Dietfried also finally had free time today. He had to take several days to 
submit all sorts of greetings and reports. He made a long memo in his head 
with a list of the things that he had to purchase. One way or another, he was 
able to make time at least to go shopping in peace. 


“Hey, let’s go.” 
“Yes, Captain.” 


Dietfried generally took action while keeping her by his side. She would be 
all right standing in waiting somewhere, but thoughtlessly leaving a woman 
alone amongst men was a primary factor for incidents to occur. 


It was not as if he were worried about the girl. The ones he worried about 
were the people who would find the tables turning against them for 
attempting to lay their hands on her. In times of war, Dietfried’s decision 
was to avoid losing human resources as much as possible. He had to 
supervise this girl in order to prevent her from reducing his number of 
underlings. 


However, there was also a good side to it. The girl’s fighting power and 
crisis-sensing abilities were outstandingly excellent, which qualified her for 
escort missions. He used to always walk around with bodyguards and 
associates as his ranks went up, but now, just this girl was enough. 


—It’s nice that I can let more people, even if just one more, rest up by 
sacrificing her. 


Under the light of the sun, Dietfried thought this as he watched the girl 
eagerly move her legs to chase after his back with tapping footsteps. 


“We’re done buying these kinds of luxury items... Now for the clothes... 
Hey, this way. Follow me.” 


“Captain, you are well-acquainted with the city.” 


“That’s right. I’m ‘well-acquainted with the city’,” Dietfried gave a reply on 
the same level to the girl, who sometimes used words in a strange manner. 


Just as he told her, Leiden was his hometown. In normal circumstances, it 
would be all right for him to return home as well. 


“Though I don’t know if I like this city or hate it.” 

But as he did not do so, one could guess about his family situation. 
“You know what the good of this city is, do you?” 

“T do not—know the city—very well.” 


“The beauty of the architecture and the spirit of the people change 
depending on the city. If you leave out your emotions, Leiden’s a stunning 
city.” 


“T do not have emotions. That means it is a stunning city to me.” 
“You’ve got it wrong.” 


“This is difficult.” 


“You can’t understand human reasoning ‘cause you’re not human.” 
“T see.” 


After saying something that would hurt a little girl, he checked on her facial 
expression, yet it was blank as ever. 


“You.” 
However, he did not miss that her voice had become slightly gloomier. 


“Don’t you wanna run away from me?” he whispered oppressively, 
stopping in his tracks and looking down at her from above. 


Framing her huge eyes, the girl’s golden lashes fluttered like butterflies. She 
seemed surprised. 


“We aren’t at sea right now. Or inside the warship. If you run off 
somewhere, I won’t be able to catch up. For starters, I’d have no intention 
to go looking for you. So if you wanna do that, you can.” 


If a third party happened to hear the question, it would sound almost as if he 
were testing the girl. In fact, he might have been. People did such things out 
of foolishness every once in a while. 


Dietfried absolutely did not admit it, but as he took this beast into his 
personal care and raised her, he began to feel that he wanted something. In 
return for that, he did not give her a name. If it were someone else, they 
would surely put it into words and display their desire with ease, but 
Dietfried was different. This man was awfully complicated — deeply 
compassionate yet cruel. 


“Captain Dietfried, what am I supposed to do—by running away—from 
you?” 


Just like that girl, he was broken somewhere. 


The question made no sense to her. 


“T have no meaning. If you do not use me, that is.” 
This girl had no feelings. 


“There is no meaning to me unless I am being used. I am a tool. I exist to be 
used.” 


She did not know love. 
“T am a wild beast. Beasts nestle up to where their owners go.” 


All she wanted was validation of her own existence. Money, honor, status or 
anything of the sort. 


“T am sure that—I was made this way—ever since I was born.” 
She needed none of it. They made no sense to her. 
“And you—have been registered—as my master inside me.” 


The girl before his eyes looked at him as if to say, “don’t forget that I’m a 
beast”. 


“You bring me along and use me.” 

It might be that their positions were inverted from the very beginning. 
“Please do stand next to me, Captain.” 

Perhaps Dietfried was the one being kept around as a proof of existence. 
—It’d be great if I could kill her right now. 


She was merely a lonely beast, who just yearned for a master. It did not 
have to be Dietfried. That was what he felt she had told him. 


“I’m going back.” 


Dietfried started walking. Towards a direction completely opposed to the 
set route. In large steps, his leather boots clicking, he strode as if to leave 
the girl behind. 


“But you still—have not bought most of the items.” 
“Tt’s fine; I’m going back.” 
“All right.” 


As expected, the girl was expressionless even as her master suddenly grew 
displeased and yelled at her. She was accustomed to being swayed around. 
Not just by the man in front of her, but by her own fate as well. She had 
flowed, letting herself go with the current, and was now here. 


It was Dietfried alone who never became accustomed to the girl. 
“Walk fast.” 

There was no appropriate name for the relationship of the two. 
“Yes, I shall not leave your side.” 

——You scum. 


Why did he have to be the only one manifesting his emotions? It would be 
great if he could make the girl’s face distort even if just a little. This feeling 
surfaced and disappeared within him. It was almost the way of thinking of a 
child whose mother would not give him any attention, but trapped as he was 
in his own emotions, Dietfried did not realize this. 


“Captain.” 


Disturbed by rage and confusion, Dietfried angrily yelled, “What?!” in 
response to the girl’s call. 


“There is a suspicious person running toward us from behind us. Shall I 
suppress them?” 


“Haah?” 


As he turned around, just as the girl had said, there was indeed a strange 
individual running their way. He had a purse under his arm. They could 
hear the scream of a woman at the back. If one were to take a conclusion 
just from looking at the situation, he was most certainly a thief. 


“Don’t kill; capture him.” 


To the order whispered at her in a low tone, the girl replied with a clear 
voice, “Understood.” 


Immediately, she dashed off. 
“Outta the way!” 


As the man harshly shouted such aggressive words while coming at the 
people around him, they would open way for him in fear. The only one who 
pushed through the opened path was the girl. 


“Brat! Move! I’m gonna kill you!” 


Seeing a girl clad in a military uniform heading towards him, the man took 
out a pocketknife as he ran. Running while swinging it around was 
dangerous to no bounds. No matter how much brute strength one had, they 
would still waver at such a head-on challenge. 


“My name is not ‘Brat’.” 


However, the girl did not falter. Right before the collision, the girl lowered 
her posture with a jerk and evaded the pocketknife’s assault first-thing. She 
then grabbed one of the man’s legs and hurled herself at him. As the 
strength that the man had applied to the direction of his move was 
forcefully stopped, he violently plunged face-first into the ground. 


“Tt is ‘You’.” 


The girl’s attack did not end there. She seized the back of the agonized man, 
and after lifting his body as if picking a cat by its collar, she punched his 


throat. On top of that, she twisted his arm, completely suppressing his 
movements. 


“P-Ple—ase—let—” 

“T cannot understand the contents of your speech.” 
“L-Let—g-go—pl—ea—se—” 

“T cannot understand the contents of your speech.” 


There was a spine-freezing kind of fearsomeness to the girl, who heartlessly 
repeated the same response to the man that was most likely saying, “Let 
go”. There was as much beauty to her appearance as there was a spur of 
coldness in her. 


“The lecture I gave you last time about human body vitals came in handy, 
huh.” 


“Ves.” 


Dietfried came walking in a relaxed manner, looking like his moody aspect 
from earlier had decreased by just a little bit. 


“As you told me, Captain. Strikes to the throat are effective.” 
“True. Remember the name of the spots that hurt when you hit it?” 
“Vital parts’.” 


“That’s right... In men’s case in particular, there’s Adam’s apple. Look at 
this.” Dietfried grabbed the hair of the pitiful robber and made him raise his 
face. He then pointed at the other’s Adam’s apple. “Listen up. This bulgy 
thing is Adam’s apple.” 
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““Adam’s maple’. 
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“Tt’s ‘Adam’s apple’. 


The robber could do nothing but watch the exchange between the two 
oddballs in confusion. There was no way to describe them other than 
“bizarre”. It could also be said that they were crazy. After all, the duo was 
holding a lecture about vital parts using the body of a complete stranger. 


““Adam’s apple’. Is it... Is it a vital?” 


“Yeah. It gets difficult to talk when you strike here, so hit it when you want 
someone to keep quiet.” 


“Understood, Captain. If I want someone to keep quiet, I shall hit them 
there.” 


“Also, you were probably going for his feet ‘cause he has a knife, but when 
the guy’s used to fighting, you should drop the idea. You’d get kicked like 
that. You might be strong but you’re light.” 


“Should I dodge to the side?” 


“With your jumping abilities, you could’ve also fly-kicked him. He had his 
hands full with the pocketknife and the bag anyway. Most people wouldn’t 
think you’d fly-kick them, so it can work. Either that or start attacking after 
throwing the stuff you’re holding at him.” 


The girl nodded as if to say, “I see”. “But Captain, I am not allowed to 
throw your belongings.” 


“That’s right. If you’d done that, I would’ve given you a beating.” 


Despite making a face that denoted she had not comprehended it, the girl 
nodded. Those who were used to obeying tended to gulp down the double 
standards of others. 


“Anyhow, should we return the bag to the victim? Or should we report to 
the military police...” 


Although Dietfried was dealing with the fuss in a brisk and business-like 
manner, his eyes took notice of someone squeezing through the crowd that 
had gathered around him. 


“Please let me pass,” the voice of a man echoed straight throughout the 
area. 


“Sorry; it’s dangerous here, so let us pass,” so did the sweet voice of 
another man. 


“Excuse me; we heard that you have caught a fugitive criminal, and we 
have as well. Let’s bring them to the military police togeth...” 


The men who had showed up lost their voices for a second. As did 
Dietfried. 


“Gil...” 


Hair the color of night and emerald eyes. There were parts of their physical 
appearance that were similar to one another, yet the air about them was 
overwhelmingly different. However, if the two stood next to each other, one 
could quickly tell what they were. 


“Brother...” 
The one standing there was Dietfried’s little brother, Gilbert Bougainvillea. 
“Uwah, it’s the Captain.” 


Together with a large red-haired man, he had a thief in his hold and they 
were dragging him away. 


Claudia Hodgins too... Sure ran into a noisy fellow. 


The joy of meeting his younger sibling surfaced, yet once he pondered 
about how to explain the situation and how they would respond to it, his 
feelings soon leaned to the side of deeming it as a bother. 


Gilbert displayed agitation for an instant at the sight of his older brother, but 
immediately switched his gaze over to understanding the state of the 
surroundings. When he saw that a girl was the one pinning down the 
assumed robber all by herself, the look in his eyes changed. 


“Hodgins.” 
“Aah, it’s okay. I can hold him on my own. You take care of that girl...” 


Gilbert handed the man that they had under restraint over to the one named 
Hodgins, heading to the girl’s side and kneeling down with one knee. He 
then said, locking his gaze with hers, “Let’s switch; are you hurt?” Before 
earning her consent, Gilbert took the man’s restraining upon himself. “Any 
injuries?” he asked again as the girl did not answer. 


The girl looked at Dietfried. “Captain is unharmed,” she reported her 
master’s condition, not thinking that she was being questioned about her 
Own. 


“No, I’m asking about you.” 


The girl looked at Dietfried, then at Gilbert. She moved her neck left and 
right countless times, at loss. “Whether I am injured or not is not an issue. 
That question is inappropriate.” 


As Dietfried heard this sentence, the area around his chest suddenly became 
heavy. 


“What are you saying...? This is about your body. Your family would be sad 
if you were wounded, wouldn’t they?” 


After all, he had not never asked her the question “Are you hurt?”. 
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“T do not have a ‘family’. 
Not even once until now. 


Gilbert looked at Dietfried. Dietfried also looked at Gilbert. For a moment, 
the two brothers rejected what the other wanted to say with their eyes. An 
air that could be deemed as hazardous started drifting there. 


Although Gilbert had been speaking to the girl in a soft tone until just a 
while ago, the warmth of his voice took a brusque nosedive, “Brother, we 
should contact the military police first of all.” 


“Then, I will call them.” 


“That’s fine; you stay here. Brother, you’re the most empty-handed of us. 
We can count on you, right?” 


“I’m holding shopping bags.” 
“Brother... I’ll get angry for real...” 


Ultimately, Dietfried yielded, out of fear towards his little brother’s wrath. 
The two thieves were swiftly taken to the military police, and so the three 
men and one girl who had seized them left the scene as if fleeing from a 
turmoil. 


The course of events after that was, simply put, a spectacular sibling fight. 


Gilbert was enraged at his older brother for making a little girl into a 
combatant and using her as a slave, while Dietfried desperately tried to 
refute him through the fact that she was not a “girl” to begin with. Stuck 
between them and unable to endure staying there any longer, Hodgins had 
attempted to take the girl away from the spot of their argument, yet she 
would not leave Dietfried’s side. In the end, they did not manage to keep 
the discussion together, parting ways with the decision to set up a proper 
place to talk on a later date. 


While returning to the dormitory and even after arriving, Dietfried stayed 
quiet, not uttering a single word. It was already late into the night. 


“Captain.” 
Silence. 


“What will you have for today’s dinner? I can take a seat in the cafeteria for 
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you. 
“Don’t need it.” 


“Understood.” 


Dietfried’s irritation amplified even further with the fact that the girl, who 
was the point at issue, was conducting herself by operating in the same 
manner as usual. 


“T don’t wanna look at your face. Go back to your room.” 
“Understood.” 


Once she left his bedroom, Dietfried had an abrupt realization. The girl 
would not go to the cafeteria unless he ordered. Since he had forgotten to 
tell her to do so, there was a possibility that she would not eat. 


— TI have to tell her. 


However, a feeling surged within him, asking why he had to look after her 
to that extent. Whenever that girl was around, no matter what, he would end 
up restricting himself. 


Rage welled up within Dietfried yet again as he recalled everything that 
Gilbert had told him. 


“Brother, you’re a horrible person.” 

—No, it’s not just me. She is, too. 

“Don* you feel sorry for that child?” 

—You’re wrong; that’s not it. It’s not like that. You don’t get it. 
“She’s still so little.” 


—She’s a little murderer. An assassin who killed my comrades and kills 
my enemies. 


Just which of them was the one in captivity? 


Who made a mess out of my life. 


Wishing to become free, he had thrown everything away. Even if he were to 
receive criticism, he had run away from it all, not paying it any mind. That 
was Dietfried Bougainvillea. 


—Even though I was free. 

He had thrown away his home. 
—Even though I was free. 

He had thrown away his family. 
— Even though I was free. 

He had thrown away his brother. 
—Even though I was free. 


And then, he threw away even kindness, becoming a blade drawn out of its 
stealth and surviving in severity. He had been doing his best. Had been 
suffering. 


Still, because of just one girl, everything was unstable now. 


Dietfried moved his body with a sudden motion. He stood up from his bed 
and put on a coat. Opening the door of the room next to his, he made the 
girl dress up in as many layers as possible and took her outside. 


Where were they going in the dead of night? The girl asked what their 
destination was, yet he did not answer. They walked, walked and walked, 
then hopped onto a carriage. 


The carriage moved with clicks and clacks. The Moon could be seen 
chasing them all the while from the window. 


Once they eventually reached a place much too far from the dormitory 
facilities, she could see a mansion that one would not call an ordinary 
home. One could assume that the surrounding plots of plentiful nature were 
also part of the estate, which was Dietfried’s former residence as well. 


The mansion was property of the Bougainvillea family. This was a portion 
of it. The main house was located somewhere else. 


The sky was already beginning to pale, about to welcome the break of 
dawn. Again, a beautiful morning was going to start in Leidenschaftlich. 


They had been traveling for a whole night and his body was aching. His 
condition was at its worst due to lack of sleep. However, Dietfried let out a 
relieved breath as they reached the mansion at last. Currently enlisted in the 
army, Gilbert had told him that he was in Leiden for a temporary stop. If so, 
in order to avoid an earful from their mother, he should be staying in their 
villa. 


Right now, Gilbert was in there. His little brother, who — unlike Dietfried — 
had the shape of everything that their parents deemed a person must have, 
was there. 


“Listen up: go inside that house. And then call Gilbert.” 


His respectable younger sibling, whose emotions were not overly warped, 
was there. 


“Tell him I kicked you out. If you do that, he’ll treat you right. You gotta 
show him how tired you are. No matter what, be sure to ask him to make 
you into an army officer.” 


That was a sparkle in Dietfried’s life of complete darkness. 


“There’s no way that someone like you could manage living a normal life at 
this point. Serve the military, and then die.” 


The fact that he existed and was a relative with whom Dietfried shared the 
same blood was, to the latter, hope. 


“He’ll protect you for sure.” 
He was hope. He was light. 


a ors 


No matter how broken he was, Dietfried could believe that he had one 
normal something. This had always granted him courage. 


“You...” 
He was aware that he was doing wrong as a person. 
“You and I can’t be together.” 


He knew he was the kind of human being who could not change, regardless 
of being in the wrong. That was why he loved his virtuous younger brother 
as if it were a necessity. He loved him even now. 


Gilbert would never betray Dietfried. After all, he also loved his older 
brother. 


The girl’s usual expressionlessness slowly crumbled. She repeatedly opened 
and closed her mouth, attempting to say something. However, probably 
unable to find the right words, she looked at the Bougainvillea mansion and 
shook her head like a child throwing a tantrum in refusal. 


“Go; just go.” 

“I—do not—want to.” 

“Don’t talk back. I don’t need you. Go be used by a different owner.” 
“J—do not—want to... I do not want to...” 

“T’m telling you I don’t need you! Hurry and go!” 

The girl tried to grasp Dietfried’s arm. Yet Dietfried began walking away 
before she could do so. He just uncaringly headed to the carriage that was 
parked a little far from the residence’s front gate. 

“Captain.” 


The girl was coming after him. Her voice was loaded with feelings of 
desperation. 


—What’s up with you? 

“Captain, Captain—” 

——Even though you usually have no emotions. 

“Captain, I do not—want this! Captain! Please give me—an order!” 
——FEven though you only think of me as a tool to receive orders. 
“Captain! Captain! I will—properly learn—how to read!” 


—Could’ve been anyone, right? Even if it weren’t me, anyone should do 
for you. 


“Plea—se! Captain—I do not—want this, Captain!” 

——FEven if it weren’t me, you would... 

“Captain... Captain... I will—do anything, Captain... Captain...” 
——Even if it weren’t me, you would’ve been okay with it. Isn't that it? 


Dietfried turned around to check if her voice had died down. The same old 
girl was not there. Her wild beast figure from their first encounter had 
disappeared as well. 


“Please, do not leave me—on my own...” 


The one standing there was the infant that Dietfried had taught how to 
speak. 


Dietfried looked at the child in front of him as if he had grown senile. She 
was crying. That beast of a girl, who did not cry no matter how many 
wounds she earned, was weeping. And also appealing to him with the 
things that she could do. 


“T can fight; I can also—carry your belongings; and—put your—shirt on— 
for you.” 


She was desperately bringing up what she could do to prove her existence. 


“My wounds—heal quickly as well; I can—kill your enemies too; I will do 
anything.” 


How could she assert her being? 
“Please let me... Captain...” 


What could she do to stay by Dietfried Bougainvillea’s side? She was 
attempting to certify her existence. In reality, Dietfried had misjudged her. 


The girl had properly ascertained who her lord was. 


If it could have been anyone else, there were several people other than him. 
Yet he was the one she had chased after. The wild beast had instinctively 
sensed and pursued him. 


She had followed him while embracing the wish that, if it was a human like 
him, an adult like him, then surely... 


“T can—be used; I can become—an optimal tool.” 
...ne would not leave her. 


Had he not bestowed her with words and used her as a mere tool, she would 
never have said such a thing. Dietfried had failed. 


Combing her hair and patiently teaching her about daily lifestyle had done 
no good. Neither had the fact that he taught her what to do and how to fight 


whenever she encountered difficulties while by herself. None of it had done 
any good. 


Even without Dietfried Bougainvillea himself realizing it... 
“Please, let me be—by your side.” 


...the wild beast was turning into a person. 


The complete darkness of the night was gradually fading. From the 
direction of the Bougainvillea mansion, a servant and Gilbert — the master 
of the house — appeared, having come upon overhearing the angry yelling. 
They stared at the duo with surprise. 


Dietfried slowly changed his course. He turned to the crying child. One step 
after another, he moved toward the girl. 


“Do you need me?” 
He then reached out his hands, holding her small body in his arms. 
“Yes.” 


With an awkwardness similar to holding an animal for the first time, he 
supported her from the back. 


“Even if I say I don’t need you, do you need me?” 
In doing that, the two looked like one. 
“Yes; please, do not leave me alone.” 


They looked like a single living being, formed through a combination of 
distorted shapes. 


“T see.” 


Dietfried felt that the dark things squirming inside his chest until now were 
clearing up. His feelings for her, which were close to hatred, dimmed away 
as well. Same for the anger towards himself and his inferiority complex 
regarding the rest of the world. Illuminated by the gentle sunlight, they all 
faded and disappeared, just like the deep dark colors of the night. 


——I see; so I wanted something like this, Dietfried thought vacantly while 
embracing the child that clung to him. 


He felt like he understood why he was always so irritated at this girl. Just as 
she wanted to prove herself, he also wanted others to accept him. 


Socially, he was acknowledged. He also had subordinates who idolized him. 
However, Dietfried... 


—TI wanted this. 
...wanted that wild beast to acknowledge. To acknowledge him. 


The times when he truly thought that he wanted to kill her had passed. So 
had the times when he wanted to push her onto someone else. And the times 
in which he tried to use her solely as a tool until she collapsed, just like a 
slave, were passing as well. They were now morphing into wondering about 
what he could do to make her last, to have her live. 


They were properly changing towards the direction of the light. 
“Then, be by my side.” 


That was why he wanted to acknowledge as well. No matter how distorted a 
shape they had. 


The child and man then welcomed the first morning in which they 
acknowledged each other. 


Afterwards, a mansion was erected in the outskirts of Leidenschaftlich. 


Built once the Continental War ended, after the cessation of hostilities was 
finally called on, said mansion was home to a somewhat eccentric family. A 
man and a girl. Far apart in age, the two of them did not seem to get along 
well, yet did not show any signs that they would separate from each other. 


“Captain, it is morning.” 


As threads of golden hair cascaded smoothly in front of him like canopy 
curtains, Dietfried rubbed his sticky eyelids and opened them. At first, what 
he could see were exquisite blue eyes and cherry-colored lips. This 
individual, already clad in a naval uniform, bore features that anyone would 
call beautiful. 


Dietfried regretted unintentionally thinking that she was beautiful first-thing 
in the morning. 


“Captain, it is morning,” her voice echoed softly in his ears. 
“Shut up... I know.” He sat up, yawning. 


The girl began forcefully undressing Dietfried, whose gestures looked a 
little childish no matter what he did, without the slightest sign of 
embarrassment. “You have a dinner meeting today after work. I will not 
take part in it, but I have arranged a carriage for your return, so please give 
your name when you go to the assembly hall of the dinner meeting.” 


“Got it.” 


Letting her do as she pleased, Dietfried was having his clothes changed 
from sleeping garments to his uniform. 


“You stayed up late yesterday night, right? There are dark circles under 
your eyes.” 


“You’re real noisy lately... Most of it is Gil’s influence, ain’t it... You can’t 
go today ‘cause you got some business with him?” Seeing her movements 
halt completely when she was buttoning him up, Dietfried snorted. “So easy 
to read. You into him?” 


“No.” 


The duo’s conversation was a daily life scene that had happened countless 
times already. It was by no means anything special. 


“Even if you aren’t, I don’t know about him.” 
“No, it is nothing of the...” 
“You two gonna see each other alone?” 


“Mr. Hodgins is also coming.” 


“Even if you hook up with him, I ain’t letting go of you. Work for me on 
commute.” 


“Of course.” 

“Hn, now comb my hair.” 

Yes.” 

“The ribbon will be... navy blue.” 
“Yes.” 


Dietfried looked at the girl. She had grown up considerably. Back when 
they had first met, her height was about enough to reach his waist or so. 


——But nowadays, she seems to be kinda intimate with Gilbert. 


Although she was working flawlessly as his secretary every day, the feeling 
that she was being conquered lately was undeniable. That was certainly 
fulfilling for her, but to Dietfried, it was a tad unamusing. 


“You say ‘yes’ but you’re gonna throw me away one day, aren’t you?” 


A line that did not feel like him accidentally came out, and once it did so, 
he could not take it back. As Dietfried stayed quiet, the girl tilted her head. 


“Tt is you who are in the position of throwing me away.” 
“As if I can do that at this point; you’re mine.” 
Silence. 


“Aah, I don’t wanna go to work anymore... I feel awful; everything is so 
annoying...” 


“Lord Dietfried.” 


“What? You’re so noisy.” 


Disgruntled, Dietfried collapsed onto his bed. After staring at him for a 
moment, the girl eventually imitated it, collapsing onto the bed and coming 
close to him. 

“You gonna sleep too?” 

“T am your asset, after all. I live, die, lie down and sleep together with you.” 
“So you’ve come to say that.” 


She completely had him on the palm of her hand. 


Although he had several complaints about it, he also felt comfort from the 
nature of this relationship already. 


Even now, he had never clearly put into words and explicitly stated his 
feelings towards her. 


“One day... you will...” 

“T shall serve you forever.” 

“You say that, but one day...” 

“T shall serve you. For as long as you do abandon me.” 
“T said I ain’t gonna throw you away, didn’t I?” 

“You tried once.” 


“Y’ know, that was a one-time flight response from when I was having a 
hard time rearing a kid. Raising you was a hassle.” 


“T am grateful for it. I shall serve you for life.” 


Dietfried was no longer his past self. He had become just a man that could 
not let go of this girl, who was the proof of his existence. 


That was why Dietfried reached out his hand. As if to rule over her; as if to 
make her not forget about him, her lord. 


He called her name, which he himself had chosen, “Sam” 


Having her cheek caressed and her name called, the girl crinkled her eyes a 
little. “Yes, I am by your side.” 


That was a story in which the future would have changed drastically, had he 
not thrown her away when he was supposed to. 
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And so, they would love the passage of their time for all eternity. 
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Gilbert Bougainvillea and the Transient Dream 
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The boy woke up alone in a room filled with the sound of rain. 


It was raining gently outside. The boy with hair the color of dusk and 
emerald-green eyes looked out the window, seeming a little happy. 


Today was a rainy day. Meaning there would be no sword training or 
running laps outside. They would probably have class inside the house. The 
boy was curious about the continuation of a children’s book that he had not 
been able to read due to the training. 


— Yay. 


He was forbidden from reading books before going to sleep and they would 
be confiscated if his grades at homeschooling went down. Of course, he 
was also not allowed to have continuous defeats at sword training either. 


Raised in a harsh household, the boy had whip marks on his hands. He had 
been hit the previous day and they were throbbing the whole time until now. 
His older brother had run away from the training and the boy was hit due to 
not looking for him. Upon hearing about this, his brother had flared up at 
their father for hitting him, yet he was punched and that was the end of it. 


At this very moment, in another room, his brother was surely also pleased 
to welcome this morning. 


“Gilbert.” 


There was a knock on the door, the boy poking his head out of the room 
still in his sleepwear. 


“Hehe, we got a day off.” With a swollen cheek and a bruise on his eye, his 
brother smiled brightly at him. When the boy asked if his wound was all 
right, he replied with an “it’s nothing”. When he held Gilbert’s hands, he 
rubbed them as if to warm them up. “I’m sorry for running away.” 


“Hm-hm.” Gilbert shook his head. 

“But I think I'll do it again.” 

“Why, Brother?” Gilbert asked. 

“Cause it pisses me off. Not just Old Man but everything else.” 


Gilbert lowered his shoulders. He could somewhat understand what his 
brother was saying. His brother despised the fate and obligations imposed 
on them. 


“You too, don’t be their slave. Hey, can I sleep in your room? They took my 
mattress away as punishment. It’s so cold that I can’t handle it, and also, 
about the novel you were reading, can I read it first?” 


“Yep, sure, Brother,” Gilbert answered. 


——One day, when I grow up, I wanna try doing things I like, Gilbert 
thought. 


The man woke up in a room filled with the sound of rain. 


It was a listless awakening. The humidity was probably high. When he 
attempted to sit up, he took notice of a weight on his body. 


There was a beautiful woman in his arms. 


With golden hair, golden eyelashes and porcelain skin, said woman was fast 
asleep. She had long and fine-looking limbs, as well as a slender body. She 
was almost a doll. 


At first, Gilbert was startled at the fact someone was sleeping with him. 
— Violet. 
And then, he was startled at the fact that this was his beloved. 


He observed her attentively. She slept so quietly that he became worried as 
to whether she was breathing or not. He was able to confirm the sound of 
her breathing by bringing his ear close to her, stroking his chest in relief. 
Violet was almost like a manufactured doll when sleeping. 


—Her skin is so pretty. 


She was too young for someone like him, who had recently found a white 
hair on his head. The lovers were far apart in age, but be that as it may, 
Violet still looked child-like. 


— She already had a mature face even when she was a child. 


When people like her grew up, some of them would end up looking childish 
instead. Perhaps he should say that her age had caught up to her facial 
features, and then surpassed them. 


Wanting to give her some sort of display of affection, Gilbert took a strand 
of her golden hair and planted a kiss on it, doing his best not to wake her. A 
shy smile naturally formed on his lips. 


“Major,” Violet called, her eyes still shut. This title was no longer fitting of 
him, but it was the first word she spoke, as well as Gilbert’s former rank. 


Therefore, Gilbert allowed her to call him such without correcting her. 


“Did I wake you up?” 


“No, I was already slightly awake...” She rubbed her eyes like a cat and 
then opened them to look at him. 


Each one of her actions were fascinating to him. 


“Major, you are here,” perhaps due to having just awoken, Violet uttered a 
strange sentence. 


“T am, of course.” 
“That surprised me.” 


“T get you. So was I... It’s still just our first day living together. It’s natural 
for both of us to be surprised.” Giggling lightly, Gilbert gently pulled 
Violet, who was already in his arms, into an embrace. Their noses 
connected and they coiled around each other like animals would do. 


“To me, Major, you are at times so passionate that I feel as if I will stop 
functioning.” 


“Why are you talking in pauses, Violet?” 

“Most likely, it is out of embarrassment.” 

“T see, So you’re nervous. Let me see that.” 

“No, I cannot.” 

“Let me.” 

“T cannot.” 

As Violet twisted her body and attempted to hide her face with her pale 
hands, Gilbert laughed, coiling himself around her again. As if to object, 
with her face slightly flushed red, Violet grabbed a pillow and placed it 


between his face and her own. 


“What’s this?” 


“Tt is a barrier.” 
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“T can’t give you a good morning kiss like this.’ 
“Tt is a barrier.” 

“Violet, have you come to hate me?” 

“That is not the case.” 

“Then what’s this barrier for?” 


“My face looks strange right now.” Violet’s face peeked out of the pillow 
barrier just a little. “It would be a problem if I show it to you and you find it 
weird, and end up disliking me for it.” 


Gilbert threw the pillow away and stole Violet’s lips, no more questions 
asked. While it rained, it took some time for the lovers to get out of bed, 
and as this battle went on, it was close to noon before they realized. 


At noon, Gilbert fixed them a meal and the two ate together. As the rain did 
not cease by any means and since both of them had earned a vacation for 
now, they spent their time sitting on the couch and reading books. 


They spent their time doing things they liked. 
From a carriage, the boy was observing the view out the window. 


He had never attempted to act freely for a single day. For Gilbert, who had 
the blood of the Bougainvillea — a family renowned for producing a great 
number of excellent army soldiers —, everything was already decided. The 
kind of shoes he wore, the fabric of his jacket, what time he had to wake up 
in the morning, what sort of martial arts he was going to learn, whom he 
should not be friends with — all of it was predetermined. The fact that he 
was going to attend a military academy in spring had also been 
predetermined since his birth. 


He had arranged a carriage to go see his room at the dormitory, yet his only 
accompanier was a butler, as his parents had not come along. To begin with, 


his father had to work and his mother was taking care of his newly born 
younger sister. 


His brother had already fled from home and his whereabouts were 
unknown. He had sent a letter to Gilbert alone, informing that he had 
enrolled into the navy’s military academy, but had been out of contact ever 
since. He had said that he would come back to celebrate Gilbert’s 
enrollment, but there was no telling if this was true. 


The scenery moved steadily outside the vehicle’s window. He saw a few 
young men about as old as himself walking cheerfully in a group. Those 
were average people. Instead of going to the military academy, they were 
bound to take over a merchant household or land themselves some kind of 
ordinary job. They were merely on a stroll, yet seemed to be having so 
much fun. 


Gilbert, who was doing nothing but ride on a carriage, found no enjoyment 
in anything. 


When the cab asked Gilbert if he wanted to stop by anywhere, nothing 
came to his mind. He was especially good at geography, thus he was well- 
acquainted with location names. But he was unable to say any of them 
aloud. 


He knew that he could not run away. 


If, for instance, he were to complain here about the conflicts and suffering 
unfolding in his heart, he would be labeled a weakling and cut off from his 
family, and his responsibilities as family head would be pushed onto the 
future bridegrooms of his younger sisters, who were still small. In that case, 
if his sisters ever fell in love with someone, they would not be able to act 
upon their feelings, and instead would have to marry someone that they did 
not love. 


The best option was for Gilbert to put up with it. This was the best way for 
the world to spin. After all, Gilbert did not value himself much, either. He 
believed that if someone was supposed to die away, it should be himself. 


He spotted an elderly couple taking a walk amongst the trees, and feeling 
jealous of them for whatever reason, he shed tears. 


From a carriage, the man was observing the view out the window. 


Today was a free day. The greenery outside was beautiful. When he looked 
to his side, he found someone even more beautiful right next to him. That 
was his lover. 


As the carriage stopped by an extensive forest, the two walked out holding 
a bulky picnic basket. 


They were not able to come here the other day due to rain, but choosing to 
come today might have been for the best. They had heard from a neighbor 
that there would be balloons on sight today. 


“T have flown on fighter aircraft before, but not on a balloon. Major, what 
about you?” 


Violet and Gilbert had laid a large blanket over the grass, the two of them 
lying on it and looking up at the sky. They had already finished the 
homemade sandwiches and tea that were once in the picnic basket. Both 
were light eaters, but had the feeling that they were able to eat much more 
than usual. Was it because they were spending a carefree time with each 
other outdoors? 


“Never. I like how fast fighters are, but they’re not fit for appreciating the 
scenery. That person over there seems to be having fun. How about we ride 
on one together someday?” 


A small red balloon was visible in the far-off sky. 
“T worry about the lack of security.” 
“Indeed. They haven’t thought about making it bulletproof.” 


With a natural disposition for the military, the couple started having a 
bizarre conversation. They were having a slightly hard time believing that 
people could ride on such things. As he shared his opinion that they would 


die immediately if they were shot while on it, Violet replied with an “I was 
thinking the same thing”. 


“Tt doesn’t seem like we could enjoy it if we’re going to be concerned about 
snipers. Should we go for horseback riding, then?” 


“Tt is easy to flee on a horse. We can also eat them as a last resort. Sound 
decision.” 


Silence. 


“When we had to eat one of our military horses, Major, you seemed sad. 
My apologies. That was rude of me to say.” 


“No, that’s the kind of times it was back then. We had no choice.” 
“Yes, that kind of times.” 


Because it was that kind of times, many things had been forgiven. Their 
relationship, for example. 


“Violet.” Gilbert attempted to ask for forgiveness, but stopped halfway. 
“Well... aren’t you cold?” 


After all, this was already a time from after he had been forgiven. 


The young man was watching as water drops trickled down the petals of a 
rose. 


He had been doing this for about a few minutes. The vase on top of the 
table was not going to say anything to him. 


His companion, a fiancée chosen for him by his parents — and on top of that, 
who had been passed down to him from his older brother due to inheritance 
matters —, looked bored. It was clear that they were not seeing each other 
because they wanted to. Rather than using his precious day off from the 
military academy to meet her at a café, spending time with his first-ever 
best friend, whom he had met in the military academy, in the latter’s room 
at the dormitory would be several times more fun. 


—I wonder what Hodgins is doing. 


He did not quite like the card games and nighttime hangouts that Hodgins 
had told him about, but Gilbert enjoyed being in his presence and having 
meals with him. His relationship with Hodgins was sometimes ostracized 
by the instructors, but he had no intention to cut ties. 


—Well, he has friends other than me, so he’II be fine even if I’m not there. 


“Something interesting” had popped up in Gilbert’s life at long last. That 
was Claudia Hodgins. 


With no thoughts in his head except for his friend, there was no way that 
Gilbert could hold an enjoyable conversation with a teenage girl. 


“Hum, I’ll be taking my leave.” 

These words came from his fiancée after a while, and that was when his 
consciousness returned to reality. “I’m sorry; I was a bit lost in thought... 
even though I’m with you.” 

“No, I was glad to be able to see you. The tea here is delicious, too.” 


“True. The food was also good.” 


When he escorted her outside, a servant of her household was waiting for 
her from a short distance. 


“Mr. Gilbert, do you think you can convince them?” 
“If I get a bit more time. I’m a student, so I have no say on the matter.” 
“T see. Me too.” 


“It’s our parents’ decision. It will probably take some time, but let’s make 
some effort to convince them into revoking it.” 


“Yes... Hum, I’m really glad... that you became my fiancé instead, Mr. 
Gilbert.” 


Gilbert laughed a little despite not being very happy. Because he could tell 
that he was nothing more to her than a board piece that she could move as 
desired. 


“As for me, I think my brother... always did everything better than myself.” 
His fiancée titled her head and laughed, looking troubled. 
The man was watching as water drops trickled down the petals of a rose. 


A fresh and fragrant scent wafted from the bouquet he had just bought. He 
was oddly embarrassed of himself as he waited at a square not too far from 
their residence, his gaze cast down the whole time. 


This was his first time buying a bouquet of red roses in his whole life. 


Nothing was more awkward than the moment he made the purchase. He had 
given his sisters and mother flower bouquets before, but he had never 
chosen red roses. 


——TI guess that’s because... 


He felt that he was supposed to give away said flowers when he found 
himself a significant other. He was so concerned about what she would 
think when receiving them out of nowhere that he could barely handle it. 


Would purple flowers have been better? 


His lover would probably not refuse them, but there was a high chance that 
she would make a puzzled face at them. She was that kind of person. 


—But I wanted to give her these. Can’ help it. 


If the desire to give her flowers and please her was 30% of him, then the 
desire to try giving his beloved these special flowers was 70%. Even now, 
strong as the wish to give them to her was, he was equal parts worried about 
what to do if receiving them ended up troubling her. 


Regardless, he had already bought them. He had asked the shopkeeper of 
the flower shop for a “bouquet of roses”, meticulously chose even the color 
of the ribbon, and then purchased them. There was no going back. 


“Major.” 


Violet came to the meeting spot at the square. The two had left home 
together, but parted halfway as both had separate things that they wanted to 
put in order, and then headed off to meet each other. 


“A bouquet... Will you be going somewhere after this? I can take your 
belongings with me.” 


Apparently, his endearing lover thought the bouquet was meant for a 
gravestone visit. Gilbert blanked out for a second, then found himself 
laughing. “No, that’s not it... I bought these...” While taking Violet’s things, 
Gilbert handed her the bouquet. “...so that I could give them to the person I 
love.” 


On the other side of the rose bouquet, he could see Violet’s cheeks dyeing 
red and her eyes shining. 


“Major, your eyes are here.” 


He stared at the soldier girl who had said this. She was pointing at 
something. 


In front of her white finger, which was stretched straight forward, was an 
emerald brooch. It was similar to the gemstones that Gilbert Bougainvillea, 
who now belonged to Leidenschaftlich’s army, had possessed since birth. 


The soldier girl cast him a gaze that seemed to pierce through his beautiful 
eyes, which were suffused with his sorrow. “I wonder what this is called.” 


Ever since she was an orphan who had barely learned how to speak, she 
sometimes had this kind of facet. Whenever she could not find an 
appropriate term, she would talk as if she were having trouble. 


At first, he thought she was asking about “emerald”, the type of gemstone, 
but he was wrong. 


“When I looked at this... I wondered what would be a suitable way to 
describe it...” 


In that moment, Gilbert’s breath caught in realization. 
““Beautiful’...” 


Gilbert had been the one who educated her on how to talk. He taught her 
many words. So that she would be able to follow her orders. 


This soldier girl had a beautiful appearance, but in fact, she was a beast. 
—TI never taught her. 


The kind of beast who, for some reason, could only understand the word 
“kill”. 


—TI never taught her. 

Therefore, their exchanges naturally were limited ones. 
“Kill.” 

“Yes.” 

“Kill.” 

“Yes.” 

“Kill.” 

“Yes.” 

“Kill.” 


“Ves.” 


“Kill,” 
"Yes. 


Of course, he had also taught her about lifestyle habits, so that she would be 
able to live on after he died. It could be said that Gilbert had done his 
utmost for her. But now his negligence was being thrust at him. 


—TI never taught her. 


He could give her orders to murder, yet he had never taught her a word as 
simple as “beautiful”. 


—TI never taught her. 
Even though she was a girl so fitting of it. 
——TI never told her. 


Even though there had been so, so many moments where he thought she 
was beautiful. 


— TI never told her. 


If only she did not have to live this kind of life with him in the battlefield, 
she would have been complimented with this word as many times as could 
be. 


— She doesn’t know. 
She had just found out about it. 
—She doesn't know, and yet... 


On top of that, she called the gemstone that resembled Gilbert 
Bougainvillea’s eyes “beautiful”. 


—TI’m taking you to war, you know? 


Why had she said that? She was not one for flattery. Praises never came out 
of her mouth. That was not her character. She only ever spoke the truth. She 
could not lie. She lived almost like a machine. 


Which was why the fact that this was true and she was saying it from the 
bottom of her heart was too painful. 


— It hurts. 


To think that she would learn the word that she was supposed to be 
complimented with by looking at the eyes of her Lord, the one who issued 
her orders to assassinate people. 


He bought the brooch and gave it to her, then passed through the nightly 
crowds as if to cut something off. He wanted to go to a quiet place. He was 
so ashamed of himself that he could not stand it. 


Educating and guiding a child during wartimes was something demanding. 
Besides, this was not a normal child. It was her. The girl bestowed with the 
name of a flower, the war maiden, Violet. Gilbert could be considered a 
great mentor from a third party’s point of view, but he himself was stabbed 
too painfully in the chest by what had just happened. 


“Major, what should I do with this now that I have it?” She showed him the 
brooch that she was holding. 


“Clasp it wherever you’d like.” 

“T will end up losing it. 

“That would be the case when you are in battle. You just have to wear it 
only in times of peace... It might actually have been better to choose one of 


the same blue color as your eyes, though...” 


The soldier girl Violet shook her head at these words. “No, this one was the 
most ‘beautiful’.” 


His breathing halted at her clear assertion. 


“T have thought since long ago that they are ‘beautiful’... I did not know the 
word, so I had never said it.” 


It came to a halt from the pain and agony. 

“Your eyes have been ‘beautiful’ ever since we first met.” 
It felt like the affection cease his breathing and kill him. 
“Major, your eye is here.” 

He stared at his lover as she said this. 


They had gone to a jewelry store to buy rings. A wonderful pair of rings, 
fitting of a happy couple. 


— Yes, that’s what we’re supposed to be doing. 


Somehow, it did not feel very real. The jewelry store was bustling with 
other lovers whom had sworn their futures to each other and the shopkeeper 
was waiting for their decision with a gentle smile. This place most certainly 
existed and he himself was in this space as well, yet it did not feel real. 


“Aah, hum—” Halfway through the sentence, he was unable to muster out 
the words. 


She was right there. Despite her happy-looking smile, there was a voice 
saying, “This is wrong” in his head. He forced himself to crack a smile, yet 
his heart was making disturbing sounds. 


—Something’s strange. 


Yes, something was off. He did not know what. But there was a need to 
look carefully. 


—What is it that’s out of place? 


Golden hair, blue eyes, cherry-colored lips. White skin and long limbs. 


——No. 

Long limbs. 

——No. 

She had hands. 

—She’s not supposed to. 


His lover in front of him boasted a beauty that lacked nothing. She had no 
physical defects and was so beautiful that she seemed to shine. 


— Aah, I get it. 

Upon a closer look, the source of his discomfort was something simple. 
“Violet, what happened to your arms?” 

—You’re supposed to have lost them in the war. 

The instant he said this, the smile that Violet had until just now disappeared 
abruptly. She deadpanned as if she were devoid of emotions. “Why did you 
have to say that?” 

“No, I mean, this is weird.” 


“Tt is not. Isn’t this what you wanted?” 


Gilbert was confused. He started sweating and his throat went dry all of a 
sudden. A drop of sweat trickled down into his eye. 


He rubbed his eye and opened it again while evening his breathing, but in 
the next moment, the jewelry store had vanished. 


“Violet?” 


It was gone. 


“Violet.” 

It was gone. It all had turned into a completely white space. 
“Violet, Violet.” 

She had disappeared as well. 

“Where are you, Violet?” 

His loved one was gone. 

“Violet!” 

The person who mattered the most to him was gone. 
“Violet!” 


She was dearer to him than anyone else and he wanted to protect her, and 
for that, he could sacrifice anything. 


The woman he loved most was gone. He had lost everything. 


He did not understand how this had happened. Rather, where did the truth 
end and where did the falsehood begin, in the first place? 


—Have I ever spent those happy days with her? 


Gilbert started thinking. He started thinking in this pure-white space that 
had nothing, just like himself. About what had been real. 


—We never had those happy days. 


She was unfortunate from the moment they had first met and most likely 
had never been allowed to have a happy personal experience. It was only 
once that he had taken her to the city and let her make memories like the 
teenage girl she was. Only when he bought her the emerald brooch. 


—Then what were those days? 


What were those happy days that he could remember as if they had actually 
happened? That were kindly created almost as if to be an inverse proportion 
to his past? 


The answer was simple. 


That had been just a wish, or perhaps a dream. Something transient that 
would soon disappear. 


It was not the “truth”. 


There was no way that Gilbert Bougainvillea would have had such days. No 
way that he could be forgiven. 


He had disappeared after the war ended. After all, he had concluded that it 
was best for her if he were not around. He felt that their relationship was 
too co-dependent and not good for her. 


——That was exactly it. 
The two who were far apart in age looked like parent and daughter, but the 
one who had a grip over the other’s life was actually Violet, and yet, Gilbert 


was the one she was depending on, so everything was a mess. 


They were not like siblings, either. No older brother would make his 
younger sister kill people. 


They were a superior and his subordinate. That one felt just right, but 
something about them went beyond that line. 


— Our relationship is... Our relationship is... Our relationship is... 


It was as if two people who were all alone had met by fate in a corner of the 
world. One’s loneliness had resonated theother’s. 


Gilbert found himself bordering affection for the beautiful beast who 
always followed him from behind. After all, she was the only one who 
looked at him. In a life where no one else had ever done so, she was the first 


person to look at him. And just as she begged for it, Gilbert would return 
her gaze as well. 


Violet adored her Lord, who always accepted her existence and gently 
guided her. This was something close to religious faith, and she would not 
mind dying over and over as long as he could live. His orders were proof of 
her reason to exist, but above that and above all else, being embraced by 
him when they first met had made her happy. 


Having her existence be accepted made her happy. Being used by someone 
who treated her so kindly made her happy. She wanted to be his beast, she 
thought. If she could not be beside him, she did not even want to breathe. 


Gilbert was... Violet was... 


...in love. 
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Gilbert shed a tear in the pure-white world. 


He had no idea why he was crying. Was he ashamed? Sad? Frustrated? 
Suffering? Pained? Did he want to die? Did he want to live? Did he want to 
be forgiven? Did he want to forgive? Did he want to complain? Did he want 
to apologize? 


— No, I... 
He wanted to be forgiven. 


As the answer came close to the truth, his field of vision began to blur. He 
could tell that, yes, this world was going to end. 


His vision swayed from the overflowing tears. His consciousness also 
began to fade just like that. 


Dawn was soon to break. 


The real Gilbert Bougainvillea was about to wake up. He surely would not 
remember this dream after opening his eyes. 


This shameless dream. The wish for it have been real. The lack of 
repentance for what he did. 


He was going to hide all of this and continue living. Without being loved by 
anyone. Without loving anyone. 


— And then die in loneliness. 
The man woke up in a room filled with the sound of rain. 


It was a listless awakening. The humidity was probably high. When he 
attempted to sit up, he took notice that his body hurt. He could not pinpoint 
the cause of it, so could it be that he was losing to the advancement of his 
age? 


The room was empty and there was no one else around. He had a huge bed 
all for himself. 


With a somewhat dumbfounded aspect, he started preparing for morning 
regardless. 


For some reason, tears kept on flowing from his eye, but he did not pay 
much mind to them. His own feelings did not pique his interest that much. 


He changed from his sleepwear into a shirt and pants, then exited his 
bedroom and headed to the kitchen. He warmed up water and made tea. 


There were fruits on the table but no bread. Come to think of it, he had the 
feeling that he was out of bread. He had to buy some. 


Human beings sure were time-consuming creatures, Gilbert thought. They 
needed money to live, and even after passing away, they needed money for 
building a grave. Their bodies yearned for nourishment even if they did not 
want to eat, and when they did want to, they had to march to a grocer’s with 
currency in hand. If some part of their bodies felt weary, they had to go to 
the hospital. If their clothes tore, they had to sew it back. However, there 
would most certainly be days in which they would not be able to carry out 


these many everyday life tasks, no matter what. For example, in the 
morning after they had a terrible dream. 


—So I haven't forgotten. 


It had been a dream, but a vivid one at that. It truly felt like reality. Frankly, 
he felt like he could lose sight of whether the reality was this side or that 
one. 


He was probably still half-awake. His consciousness should clear up 
eventually. He should accept reality and live the exemplary life that 
someone else wished for him, as usual. He was made that way. Surely, he 
should be able to do it. After all, he had always been doing so. In order not 
to fail, in order to take the shape people wanted him to, he had put a choker 
on himself and submitted to his fate. 


Even if he were unable to, he had to do it. Until the time of his death. 


In that moment, he heard someone’s voice. Gilbert nearly dropped the 
teacup he was holding. 


“Major, are you awake?” 

It was a voice that he was used to hearing. The voice tone that rang in his 
ears like the singing of a skylark called him by a title that was no longer 
fitting of him. 

Gilbert walked unsteadily to the direction of the voice. 

The front door’s knob was making rattling sounds. Someone was 
attempting to open it, but perhaps was not succeeding, as it was not rotating 
fully. 


Gilbert opened the door with much vigor. 


“Aah, Major... I’m glad. Your face does not look too pale.” 


And there she was. 


“T went to do shopping for breakfast. President Hodgins and the others are 
still at the market.” 


Gilbert’s “greatest love” was there. 


“They took a day off for the first time in a while to come visit us, and yet, 
our food supplies ran out because it was so sudden. But please rest easy. 
With this, the problem is solved.” 


Golden hair, blue eyes, cherry-colored lips. 


“Major, I hid the liquor that President Hodgins persistently forced you to 
drink yesterday. Benedict also said he felt sick when waking up, so please 
limit yourself to at least fruit wine tonight. I am worried about your 
condition...” 


The silver prosthetic arms hidden under her dress squeaked as she put the 
bags on the floor. 


“Major?” 


Gilbert opened his mouth and took the air into his body. And this time, in 
order to awaken for good from the nightmare, he called the name of his 
significant other. 


“Violet.” 


Just calling this name was enough to dye the world in slightly gentler 
colors. 


“Ves?” 


As she tilted her head, Gilbert embraced her by the front door. He did not 
take any form of permission for it. Until now, he had been requesting 
consent for kissing and holding her, but this time, he did not ask for 
anything. He wanted her to forgive him for that. Violet did not refuse it 
either, which had him taken aback. 


“Major, what—is the—matter...?” 
“T had a bad time waking up...” 
“Yes, Benedict said the same thing...” 


“T woke up feeling like my dream and reality were mixed up... It was as if a 
reality blended with lies had merged with the truth... and boiled down into 
something ugly...” 


“What a terrible dream.” 


As his lover, who was always so aloof, replied to him so plainly, he felt like 
he could laugh away a little at what had happened to him. 


“Yeah, it was. That’s why I wanted to put myself at ease by hugging you...” 


Upon hearing this, Violet timidly wrapped her arms around Gilbert’s back 
to embrace him as well. 


“Thanks.” 
“No, I also dream sometimes, so I understand.” 
“You too?” 


“Yes. I do not dream too often, but... there are times when I have one 
particular dream. A dream where I do nothing but look for you.” 


“As your childhood self?” 


“Both, I believe. But no matter what form I take, in the end, I never find 
you. And so, I find myself thinking about something. That if things were 
going to come to this, it would have been better if we had died together that 
time.” 


Silence. 


“But when I wake up, Major, you are right there. Sleeping next to me. ‘Aah, 
that’s right. We’re living together now. I don’t need to look for anything,’ I 
think, relieved...” 


While Violet went on as if whispering, Gilbert looked at her face. 


“And so, I nestle close to you again and go back to sleep. It is all right 
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now. 
“Yeah.” 
At the end of the day, the two of them were alike, Gilbert thought. 


“Be it moming or night, be it when I am losing consciousness or 
awakening, I can confirm it. That you are there.” 


“Yeah, that’s really how it is, Violet... We’re all right now.” 


When they nuzzled up to one another, the pieces that were missing from 
each of them formed a perfect circle. It granted them the strength to live in 
this unexceptional and cruel world. 


After all, the two of them had to continue living from this point on too. 
“What should we make for breakfast...?” 

As Gilbert asked with a gentle smile, the corners of Violet’s lips raised as 
well. “They have come all the way here. I want to provide some 


hospitality.” 


“Yeah, but really, I hope they’ll limit the unannounced visits to just this 
time.” 


“T was pleasantly surprised.” 
“Tt gives me less alone time with you. And we have our own plans.” 


“President Hodgins is fond of you, Major.” 


“Well, we’re best friends.” 
“And it seems Benedict was worried about how our daily lives are going.” 


“The only one he’s worried about is you, right? He gave me several 
warnings even at our wedding.” 


“President Hodgins proposed that we do something fun today.” 
“T have fun even when it’s just the two of us, though.” 


“Major, perhaps it is about time to loosen this embrace... and, hum, start 
preparing breakfast?” 


“T want to keep hugging you, just for a bit more.” 


Gilbert was able to believe that he feared nothing now. Neither living nor 
dying. 


—Now that I’ve got you, my “greatest love”, I’m not afraid of anything 
anymore. 


Booklet 10 


OK KOK 


Dietfried Bougainvillea If 
oR KK 


At the limits of its loneliness, a certain wild beast had found hope. The most 
overwhelmingly strong yet fragile-looking hope that it had seen amongst 
living things so far. 


The beast’s hope — Dietfried Bougainvillea — was that kind of person. 


He used abusive language and had an arrogant attitude towards the stranger. 
His spirit was like the blade of a drawn sword. There were lovable elements 
to him, but he had an awkwardness that made him ruin everything on his 
own. 


The beast had found this man. These two terribly inept souls did not get 
along, but had managed to grow close to each other. 


As fighting was the only thing that the beast could do well, it had sunk 
many of the man’s enemies into the sea. The man then granted the beast the 
lifestyle of a person and became its guardian. Although the two had never 
made any deal, this was how they worked. 


In that meantime, something that could be considered “feelings” began to 
sprout within the ruthless man. A dangerous thing that weakened those who 
had it. 


This emotion was unnecessary. He had to discard it. It was best to stay 
away from the beast. 


Or so the man thought, but the beast refused. Could he part ways with it or 
not? 


The beast and the man clashed intensely at that one point, but ultimately, 
the man gave in. He became unable to let go of the beast, who implored him 
not to leave it alone. Resigning to the fact that he had not thrown her away 
when he should have, the man decided to make the beast into a human 
being. 


What did it take for a person to become human? 
The ship was in flames. 


Sparks scattered about the ocean amidst the darkness. Angry roars of the 
Navy men who safeguarded the seas echoed on, drowned out by the waves. 
Unsuited for such a beautiful evening, their shouts were dispersed by 
reverberating sounds of explosions, melting away into the sea. 


For battles on sea, unlike the ones on land, wreckage was hardly visible to 
the naked eye. 


“READY TO FIRE!” 


After all, the waves swept everything away. Panic, sadness, the people who 
were once there and even time itself were nothing but trivial matters to the 
great deep. 


The sea erased everything. All to its own bottom. 


That was how abysmal and cold the thing called ocean could be — it 
swallowed any and everything. 


“DON’T FALTEEER! SHOOT BACK, SHOOT BACK!” 


The Continental War was intensifying. Soldiers were forced to fight not 
only on land but also at sea. 


“IT’S GONNA SHAKE THE HULL! BRACE YOURSELVES!” 


“DON’T STAND AROUND SAYING NOTHING; IF YOU DON’T 
WANT TO DIE, MOVE!” 


“BEGIN SHOOTING!!” 


The warships of Leidenschaftlich — the pride of the military nation — were 
under heavy fire from warships of the enemy side. 


“THE ENEMY’S FIRITHING!” 


Going by mere assumption, Leidenschaftlich would eventually earn the 
bitter victory of this naval battle and the warship that was currently burning 
would arrive safely at the capital Leiden, but this was not the part of the 
story that should be told. 


“PREPARE FOR THE SHOOOOOCK!” 


What should be told in this story was that one man had not been able to call 
the name of one girl, who had been driven to a corner amidst such critical 
Situation. 


In the middle of the extremely turbulent sea battle, naval captain Dietfried 
Bougainvillea desperately searched with his eyes for his property, a girl 
soldier. At the edge of his field of vision, an attack from the enemy warship 
was imminent. 





Being as light as she is, she’ll fall off the deck from the impact of the 
bombings! 


Sure enough, Dietfried spotted her body lightly floating in the air at the 
heart of the burning ship. 


And so, an inaudible scream leaked from his throat. Of course it would. 
What he wanted to shout out — her “name” — was something that did not 
exist. After all, he had always called her “you”. 


“T’Il give her a name someday. Should I pick one now? Nah, I can do it 
later.” 


While thinking such things, he wound up arriving to this point without ever 
naming her. 





You’re my... My what? You’re my... 


His tool? His monster? 





You’re my... 


His thoughts did not guide the words properly and only the dread of losing 
her continued proliferating. In the end, the girl that was thrown to the sea 
caught sight of Dietfried’s emerald eyes. The two were not pros at 
communication, but Dietfried certainly felt like the girl had said something 
at that moment. 


As in, “I do not mind if you forsake me”. 
So Dietfried ran. “Don’t screw around,” he wanted to tell her. “Grab on!” 


When she was about to fall, the girl reflexively grasped the hand stretched 
out towards her, Dietfried nearly dropping into the dark sea with her, but 
this time, one of his subordinates held him by the hips, thus he was 
somehow able to stand firm. 


Although the soldier girl was usually able to slay several enemies like a 
demon, her body was too thin and lightweight. Embracing her, Dietfried 
was unable to move for a few dozen seconds from the excess of fear. “Hah, 
hah...” 


The fear of losing this “tool” gave him tremors. 


He had to rise. The war was not yet over. In order not to lose this girl or 
himself, Dietfried, the commander, had to take the lead. However, his body 
could not move soon enough. 


“Captain.” 


The two looked at one another once again. This time, her eyes were saying, 
“Don’t let me go”. Even though she had chosen death just earlier, plain and 


simple. 


Her exceeding selfishness gave Dietfried an intense desire to kill her, but 
contrary to his thoughts, he embraced her tight. Their heartbeats merged. 


This became a turning point for him and her. 


Nevertheless, from this moment onward, it took Dietfried years to make use 
of this turning point. In that meantime, the Great War, also called the 
Continental War, had showed rapid development and was coming to an end. 


The peculiar existence of this girl soldier became a blur after the war, but as 
always, Dietfried continued to give her assignments as his tool. Dietfried 
explained to those around him that this was due to his not having time to 
make a decision amidst the rush of post-war processing, but in reality, the 
choice of letting go of her had not even crossed his mind. It was already a 
given that the two of them acted together, no matter where they went or 
what they did. 


Having gained leisure time by living away from the battlefield, the girl had 
cultivated language skills, learned general education and began studying 
military tactics, becoming a competent secretary in no time. 


“Captain, the mansion that you had talked about was already sold. We have 
two or three more options, but the light of the afternoon sun that you are so 
concerned about is poor in them, thus I believe they are inadequate. The 
budget is abundant, so perhaps it might be best to just build one.” 


“You, who put that idea in your head?” 


As expected, she, who could no longer be regarded as a mere soldier girl, 
still lacked a name. 


The two were currently having a conversation while seated on a bed in the 
Navy’s dormitory. It was morning, and as Dietfried was not ready, the girl 
was diligently combing his hair. 


“Lord Gilbert said that he wants to provide you with land owned by the 
Bougainvillea. And Lord Hodgins said he can introduce you to a fine 
architect from Leiden.” 


“You’re telling me to get a land that’s my little brother’s property?” 


Her specialty was to tie the braids swiftly done by her smooth pale fingers 
with a ribbon as a finishing touch. Once the hairstyle was decided, finishing 
it was easy. Steadily, the girl prepared Dietfried for the day. 


“According to Lord Gilbert, Captain, you have abandoned the entirety of 
your family heirloom at this point, so he wanted you to have at least this 
much.” 


“Your ‘Lord Gilbert’?” 

“Your Lord Gilbert.” 

“So what did you tell him?” 

“That it would most likely make you angry.” 

Silence. 

“However, Lord Gilbert insisted, hence why I am reporting to you.” 


Dietfried glared at the girl. They had been around each other for a decent 
number of years already, so just her telling him that such proposal had been 
made was a mistake in itself. She knew that as well. Even so, she had 
brought it up. Dietfried’s eyes were asking her “why”. 


“What’re you gonna do for me now that I’m angry just like you’d 
predicted?” 


“Today, I have already secured a wine that will be in stock at a shop in the 
city. I will go pick it up later. It is the one that you said you ‘wanted to drink 
it but could not find’ during the war.” 


Silence. 


“Apparently, it has finally started circulating. Moreover, I found out who 
was the author of the painting you were looking at the other day. He has 
already passed away, but it seems that his bereaved family is keeping his 
works, so it will be possible to show them to you in our next day off.” 


After putting on his jacket, Dietfried turned around and looked at the girl. 
He spoke not with a tone of irritation but of moodiness, “Hey, you, don’t go 
taking permission for a day off when I might say that I won’t go.” 


“But Captain, you said you were devastated at the loss of so many artworks 
during the war. You have never acquired any works from the artist you 
liked, right? The bereaved family seems to be living in poverty. They said 
before that, rather than someone who would purchase the artworks with just 
a few sentences, it was best for someone with an unquestionable aesthetic 
sense to have them, for the sake of future generations...” 


The girl had her mouth shut at that part. After all, Dietfried had pressed the 
ends of the braid against her lips without saying anything. He had long 
forgotten what had triggered this, but Dietfried did it whenever he told her 
to “be quiet”. It could also be considered as a little play of theirs. 


The girl’s eyes, of a blue more vivid than that of the sea, blinked slowly 
while staring at Dietfried. 


“Okay, that’s right. Quiet.” 

Silence. 

“T don’t need the land of the Bougainvillea. You’re gonna see Gil again 
anyway, aren’t you? Then tell him face-to-face not to say that ever again. If 
it’s possible, I'll buy that wine every time it arrives at the shop, so go 


negotiate with the owner to make a regular purchase under the name of 
Dietfried Bougainvillea... As for our next day off...” 


Silence. 


“Where does that bereaved family live?” 


Silence. 
“Hey, tell me.” 
The girl mutely pointed to the braid still pressed against her lips. 


“In Lontano. It is within national territory, so we can go there and return in 
the same day. As for the transportation...” 


“T’ll go with my new car. Also, don’t forget to ask the shopkeeper at 
Canaria Taylor if the jacket and pants I ordered are done. If they are, I’ll go 
there tomorrow to make the final adjustments. I’m gonna wear them on my 
next break. You’re obviously coming. Don’t make any plans with Gilbert.” 


“Understood. I have memorized everything.” 


Whenever this girl said so, it would turn out that she had truly memorized 
everything exactly how Dietfried had told her. The only thing that Dietfried 
did not argue with her was about what he did and did not say. 


Really, she’s so brilliant it’s creepy. 





That was because he once had extremely unpleasant experiences with 
having his own statements parroted to him in a peculiar voice. He was 
vaguely aware of it, but this parrot — rather, this girl — that Dietfried had 
picked up possessed great intelligence. At first, she could not speak 
properly and was seemingly unable to learn how to read or write, but due to 
not wanting Dietfried to throw her away, she did not spare any efforts, thus 
her development had been visible and she was now an essential item for 
Dietfried. 


“Tell me about their family tree later. You have no sense of beauty for gifts, 
so I’ll do that one.” 


The fields in which Dietfried could beat this girl were of a limited number. 
When it came to fighting abilities, he, who was growing weaker with age, 
was at the very best on par with her, who could be said to be in her prime, 
but depending on the situation, he would be completely defeated. 


“Yes, I have not nurtured knowledge in that area.” The girl promptly 
nodded, not at all bent on winning against Dietfried. 


““Cause you’ve got zero artistic quality.” 
“Exactly, Captain.” 


Even though she was an essential to him, they had arrived to this point 
without him ever naming her. According to Dietfried’s assumption, the girl 
was soon going to turn fourteen. 


Entrusting the girl with her miscellaneous tasks, he left the dormitory and 
offed to work at the Ministry of the Navy. 


Dietfried headed to his office room, taking out a notebook from his desk 
drawer. Perhaps having been flipped over and over, the corners of the 
notebook were tattered. It was most likely an item that he used to carry with 
him not after the war, but during worktime. It had his date of service written 
on it. 


Sensing from the quietude of the corridors that no one would come inside, 
Dietfried opened the notebook. In it, from the first to the next few dozen 
pages, there was a list of name options. From girl names to neutral ones. 


One could tell that he had not kept calling her “you” simply out of fruitless 
obstinacy, but instead was properly thinking about it and had not made a 
decision yet. 





No idea which one she’d like. 
Dietfried was a not-so-good type of perfectionist. 


Some of the options were circled, and things such as the reasons why said 
names were good and even the folklore associated with them were written 
there. Perhaps the number of people who would do something so 
meticulous was scarce even amongst fathers awaiting the birth of a baby. 


Feels like none of them fits her. 





The outcome of this repeated negation was their current situation. Unless he 
earned good results, he could not bring himself to let the other know about 
it. He was that kind of man, and so, once he left his family home, he 
disappeared without a trace as if his whereabouts had been long lost, but by 
the time he had become a fine naval officer, the gap between him and his 
family had widened to an irreversible extent and his father had passed away. 


A problematic perfectionist. That was Dietfried Bougainvillea. 
— Should I just let her choose? 


Dietfried did have determination when it was about work. 





No, I can’t do that after putting so much thought into it. I’m the one 
who should give it to her. 


However, he was a man who by no means could do things half-heartedly 
when there were feelings involved. 





I should do at least this much for her. 


He had never properly done anything even for his younger brother, whom 
he cared for the most in the world. Not because he was shy or anything on 
that sort of perspective, but because he was twisted. 


His familial environment had been a major factor as to why he had 
developed into this kind of person, but the reason he had still not given a 
name to the girl under his custody even now, years after their first meeting, 
was likely because of the poison he carried inside. Being the way she was, 
the girl had no questions or issues about being referred to as “you”, either. 


People other than Dietfried called her “Undine”, as the infamy of 
“Leidenschaftlich’s Undine”, who was notorious for crushing down enemy 
ships, had spread among the military personnel. In fact, they thought it was 
her name. 


Despite telling him to hurry and decide on a name for her every time they 
met, Dietfried’s younger brother, Gilbert, and his friend, Hodgins, had also 


established dialogue with her by calling her “Undine” and “Little Undine”. 


She used to be regarded as a weapon with no registered name in the 
military, but halfway through, she became the “Fist of the Bougainvillea”. 


She never even gave any name when interacting with outside parties. When 
contacting the shop to order wine or the artist’s unknown family, for 
example, she would introduce herself as “Dietfried Bougainvillea’s 
secretary”. 


This was a lie that Dietfried had taught her to tell the people he did not want 
to interact with, as well as to make up an excuse and send them away. She 
had reached the limits of her skills mastering it. 


While having a nonchalant conversation with her in her wind chime voice, 
by the moment that the other person found themselves thinking, “Come to 
think of it, what was her name again?”, the call would have already ended. 
The next one would also end with “it’s the secretary girl”. The girl had no 
friends or lover either, for Dietfried treated her as one of his essentials. 


She did not feel inconvenienced by any of that. The only one who felt 
inconvenienced regarding her name was Dietfried. 


That day, that time, on that burning ship, Dietfried had no name to call her. 
If she had died back then, what did intend to refer to her as when 
mourning? 


“You”. “Shitty brat”. “Her”. “Monster”. Or perhaps “Nameless”. 


None of these was appropriate for a life that he had taken under his wing 
after deciding that he would not let it go. 


Dietfried prostrated himself on his desk and let out a rare sigh. It was about 
time he made up his mind. 


Even if that turned out to be a bad ending for him. 


About ten days later, he was finally able to earn himself a holiday in which 
he could go out at leisure. Dietfried and the girl woke up early in the 


morning and went by car to the Leidenschaftlich city named Lontano. 


Lontano was a city of art. It had museums, theaters used for plays and 
orchestra performances, and old book markets. It was built in a way that 
people who enjoyed such things would have fun walking around anywhere. 


The city structure consisted of a castle in its center and houses gathered in 
its surroundings. The house of the artist that Dietfried was there for sat in 
the outskirts of the city. Just one main house in which, at most, only two or 
three people could live. The residence was unrelated to the artistic city — 
that was the impression it gave to those who entered it. 


“We used to serve the castle in the center of the city. The owner of the 
castle is no longer here, so... ever since it became a tourist attraction, the 
city became weird, you see.” 


The one who said this while welcoming them in was the artist’s mother. 
Dietfried wanted to say a little something to the woman’s words, who 
described the exuberant present-time state of the city as “weird”, but bit it 
down. The development of Lontano had begun in a modern era, so from the 
point of view of a family that had been taking residence in the city since 
forever, its current form must be heresy. 


When the lady that had greeted them guided the two to the basement, they 
were finally able to see the artworks. The basement, which was mostly a 
storage room, had meager lighting and a strong odor. Apparently, the lady 
had put all of the deceased artist’s works away, as it became too hard for her 
to look at them. 


Before Dietfried realized, he was saying, “I want to take with me as many 
of them as possible.” 


He could not allow the paintings that had left such a deep impression on 
him to be lost in this basement, and just the thought of it made this feeling 
surge within him. It was the sensation of saving someone who was on the 
verge of death. 


He picked the artworks that he wanted to rescue first and foremost for the 
time being, and while he was making the girl, whom he had brought over to 
use as luggage carrier, hold them, the lady spoke up in a feeble voice, 
“Captain Bougainvillea—” 


Dietfried did his best to reply to the words said to him with a gentle voice, 
“No need to call me by my rank, Ma’am.” 


He was not young, but neither was he old. The lady looked down, seeming 
a little embarrassed at being called “ma’am” by someone like Dietfried, 
who oozed the sex appeal of an adult man. 


“Mr. Bougainvillea, I cannot understand what is so good... about my son’s 
art to you.” 


Dietfried spoke the exact words that he would tell the artist if he were there, 
“Aside from his technique and color usage, his unique individuality is 
great.” 


“Is he that good?” 
“Superbly so.” 
Silence. 


The lady still did not seem convinced. After all, people decided on the 
quality of an artwork based ultimately on their own impressions, likes and 
dislikes, so those who stated that they did not understand it very well were 
by no means bad people. 


She might show signs of understanding after quite a lot of explanation, but 
Dietfried did not feel like doing that much. What he wanted was time to 
marvel at the things he liked, not a moment of interaction with someone 
whose ideologies were different from his. 


“T have an acquaintance in Leiden who owns a place where we can open a 
solo exhibition. I can introduce you to her, so let’s try to talk to her about it. 
I am going to take the ones I want with me, but I will properly lend them to 


her once the exhibition happens. If it goes well, your son’s works will last 
forever,” Dietfried said, at which the lady’s face distorted. “Do you not like 
the idea?” Dietfried asked, unsurprisingly unable to ignore her display of 
negative reaction, for he had been completely convinced that she would be 
pleased. 


The lady repeatedly opened and closed her mouth, but perhaps not able to 
muster out the words properly, she stayed silent. Dietfried patiently stared at 
her as though urging her to say them, and so, she finally spoke out her next 
sentence, “Don’t you think it’s too late?” 


The words that she muttered in intervals echoed through the basement with 
an empty tone quality. 


They were making arrangements for a deceased’s belongings. It was bound 
to make her a little emotional, Dietfried thought, accepting it very easily. 


“T do not. It’s never too late to do the right thing.” After saying this, 
Dietfried recalled the “right thing” that he himself had not yet done, but put 
it on hold and continued the conversation, “Leaving the works of your 
talented son to posterity is the right thing. It’s not late for that even now.” 


“But I never even had any interest in the things that child made...” 
That was a shocking thing for a mother to say. 


“Ts it really all right for someone like me to try to leave my son’s art to 
prosperity at this point...?” 


Apparently, her son had not been what she aspired. 


She had wished for a cheerful child who could play sports and work hard, 
but he instead was born an introverted scholar, fond of writing and painting. 
From her point of view as his mother, he was a slightly inferior child. 


It seemed that, at first, she had hoped he would become what she wanted 
regardless, once he grew up. But the more she did so, the more introverted 
her child became, which created a distance between him and her. The lady 


did not understand her son’s thinking, and although the son enjoyed 
“expressing himself”, he never did so to his parents. 


The lady had given up on her son halfway. “This wasn‘ the son I wanted.” 
That was all there was to it. 


Fortunately, she had other children, and so, she entrusted them with how 
she wanted them to be. 


Most likely, these feelings had reached her son even without her saying 
anything. Once her son, who was a failure in her viewpoint, left the house, 
he rarely ever returned. 


She had no idea what kind of job he had. He proudly declared that he was 
making art during his free time in-between work and had recently started 
selling it, but as having no interest in this, she ended up giving him a cold 
reply. Those were the contents of their last exchange, she said, and she 
remembered her son looking like he wanted her to praise him. 


In that meantime, the Continental War intensified and the city where her son 
lived was bombed. She had searched for him in his destroyed house and 
waited for days, but he did not come back. Many such families had arisen in 
the Continental War. It was nothing uncommon. 


The lady attempted to sort out her feelings somehow, telling herself that it 
was war, after all. Through tears, she brought home his remaining artworks 
as if they were keepsakes of him. They could at least serve as consolation. 
However, looking at them made her feel suffocated, as if her neck were 
being strangled. The paintings kept complaining at her to “look at them”. 


“We have value.” 
“We’re not worthless. ” 
“Why wont you look at us?” 


It felt as though her regretful past with her son was clearly being put on 
display. This scared her, the lady said. That was why she had tossed them 


into the basement without proper care, even though she herself had brought 
them with her. 


Dietfried, who did not have prosperous relations with his family, did not 
find this story to be particularly sad. 


“Tf only I had... tried harder to understand him...” 





Family issues are a thing everywhere, huh. 


Only this sort of strong feeling came to him. If he were to overlay her with 
his father and imagine that it was his father saying this to him, he might 
have gotten angry and said, “What’re you talking about? Too late for that 
now”. 


— What can I say to a woman who’ shackled to her home? 


Dietfried had seen that his own mother was chained to their home and 
treated as an accessory much more than he had been. The lady in front of 
him was a little younger than his mother, but as expected, since she was 
nonetheless a “mother”, he could not bring himself to think of treating her 
coldly. 


“Even in a family, it’s hard for people to understand each other when their 
lifestyles are different. Ma’am, you should be proud that you even managed 
to raise your children to the point of independence during wartime.” 


This was something that Dietfried could say due to not having a bad 
relationship with his mother amongst his family members. Nevertheless, 
they had not been talking much ever since he had left home. 


“But his art has value, right? He had talent, right?” 
“Yes,” 


“And yet, I... didn’t praise him when he was alive... It’s late... Too late. 
Getting money from you... and hearing someone else tell me that my son 
was great when I didn’t understand him at all... is just too...” 


Her words stopped there. However, Dietfried guessed her next sentence, 
““Dishonest’?” 


The lady was a little startled at the accuracy of his statement. Still, she had 
talked about it because part of her must have wanted Dietfried to say that. 


“Yes, dishonest... Too dishonest to my son...” Sobs began to slip from her. 


Dietfried showed a slightly hesitant attitude, but then whispered in a tone 
that was mild for him, “If I may talk about myself, I was estranged from my 
parents.” 


“So it was like this in your home too?” 
“Yes, my relatives were nothing but problematic.” 
Silence. 


“My family wasn’t necessary for me... rather, for my life, so I ran away 
from it. It’s my life, so I wanted to live the way I please. While I was doing 
that, my father passed away.” He was smiling. The smile was limited to his 
lips only. “He was the one that understood me the least in our house.” 


However, those who were close to him would be able to tell. 
“T still do not regret leaving home.” 
That the face Dietfried was making now was a lonely one. 


“But I’ve finally come to think that even after I left home... even after our 
paths separated, we maybe should have at least made concessions.” 


The girl, who had all the while been standing in waiting at his side, was 
quietly staring at Dietfried as he spoke about the soft inner parts of himself 
to someone else, something he rarely ever did. 


“If I could go back in time, I’d most likely make a few compromises. Even 
if we couldn’t have a complete reconciliation... And if this were no use, 
then there would be no helping it. Families, too, are just a jumbling of 


strangers anyway. It’s best for them to keep a bit of a distance from each 
other. But... both you and I have regrets, so...” Dietfried was the same as her 
in that he could not come up with the proper words. He brought a hand to 
his forehead and made a headache-bearing face before saying, “Even if it’s 
sentimental of you, it’s better to do it than not. Ten years in the future, 
you’ll probably once again have regrets for not doing it right now.” 


Silence. 


“The only thing we can do now is to keep endlessly making choices that 
may or may not give us regrets.” 


““Keep making choices’ ?” 


“Yes, it’s a matter of how meaningful a decision we can make until we get 
to see the ones who have passed. That’s it. It’s all we can do.” 


Perhaps his last words struck a chord, as the lady curled her shoulders and 
let out another sob. The girl, who was still holding the many paintings, 
stood by and watched the lady, unable to even offer her a handkerchief. 
However, this was not an irresponsible or insensitive way of watching 
someone. 


“You, go outside.” 


She simply knew that her lord was one to take action at such times, thus she 
did not make any reckless moves. 


“Vessir.” 


The girl obediently complied and exited the basement as told, but before 
she left, Dietfried saw her rubbing the lady’s back, as if she were doing it to 
her own mother. A slight change had appeared in the girl’s perpetually 
expressionless face. 


After closing her eyes as if something were obfuscating them, she climbed 
up the stairs and stepped forward, back into a world of light. 


The artworks retrieved by Dietfried were put on permanent display in 
Leidenschaftlich’s art gallery, becoming popular exhibits that attracted 
many people. 


The Continental War had given everyone sad memories. The artist had 
passed away in it. In addition, he was also one of Leidenschaftlich’s young 
writers, so there was something about him that resonated with the hearts of 
people in times of post-war reconstruction. 


For the lady, this publicity was a complicated way of doing things, but she 
had apparently accepted it, as this was better than not letting the artworks 
be seen. After all, she said, there was a limit to what the ones left behind 
could do for the departed. 


Dietfried had thought that his exchanges with the lady would end there, but 
surprisingly enough, it continued after that. Whenever they saw each other 
at meetings for the art exhibitions, the lady would ask him questions, 
insistently attempting to educate herself on the art field, and he would set 
aside some time to answer them — that was the level of their relationship, 
but this was rare for someone like him, who did not want to have bonds 
with anyone. Perhaps Dietfried had wanted to do something of the sort with 
his own mother. 


Year by year, that fierce man who used to be so strict to other people was 
growing softer around the edges. As for who was influencing him, it was 
mostly the nameless girl. 


“You got no plans for tomorrow, yeah?” 
On a certain day, Dietfried asked the girl about her holiday schedule. 


“From the moment you ask me that, Captain, they are dust before the wind 
even if I did have any.” 


“Learned how to talk back, huh.” 


She actually had always been prioritizing him over everything, so her 
answer was correct. 


Once their day off arrived, Dietfried and the girl went to visit a certain plot 
of land in Leiden. 


Looking at the mansion that sat at the end of a path lined by lushly green, 
Dietfried gave a satisfied-looking smile. “Nice house, ain’t it?” 


Their final search for a home, which the not-very-homely man had started 
after the war, ended shortly after they went to take the paintings. During his 
frequent visits to the gallery in order to assist the exhibition, an art dealer 
whom he was acquainted with introduced him to a wealthy man they knew 
who happened to own a leftover villa, although it needed a thorough 
renovation. 


It was a perfect fit for the conditions that Dietfried had set. Indeed, it was 
old, but one could still live in it once it were renewed. It also had a good 
outer appearance, as expected of a rich man’s villa. The location was 
excellent as well. It was not too far from the capital, its surroundings 
overgrown with greenery. It seemed to be the kind of home that he would 
long for whenever returning from a battlefield. 


In the garden, where it was possible to make a kitchen garden and 
flowerbeds without any problems, there were wooden swings with no one 
to ride on them. There must have been children in the house. 


Dietfried commanded the girl to sit. Assuming it was for checking the 
strength of the swing, she obediently sat down, but for some reason, so did 
Dietfried. The scenery he could see once seated was terribly calm and much 
too peaceful for two military officers who used to be in a cycle of either 
killing or being killed. However, this was also something necessary. 


“A mansion, huh.” Dietfried spoke intermittently without looking at the 
girl, only staring at the landscape, “It’s made so that you, me and quite a 
few other people can live in it, though I have no intention of inviting 
anyone else aside from Gil. Choose whatever room you want later. If you 
have any decoration or furniture that suits your taste, tell me beforehand. Or 
Pll pick them myself.” 


“T do not.” 


“Right. That’s what I thought, so I already arranged them.” 

Silence. 

“Maybe I should’ve at least asked what your favorite color is. Well, if you 
end up not liking them, then replace them however you prefer with your 
own salary.” 

“Captain, are we going to be coming home to this place from now on?” 
“Yeah. It’s our final residence.” 


When he said this, the girl blinked, looking surprised. “‘Our’?” 


Dietfried responded in an evasive manner, “I’ll make you into a respectable 
person one day.” 


Each time Dietfried spilled a sentence out, a change became visible in the 
girl. 


“After all, no matter how you look at it, I’ll die before you.” 
Now the girl’s breath caught. 

“T’d been thinking about what to leave for you.” 

Now the girl’s eyes were pleading. “Don’t say that,” they said. 
“Keep living in it after I die.” 


And now, the girl had grabbed onto Dietfried’s sleeve and was squeezing it. 
“T do not want to.” 


The girl most likely would have been able to enjoy visiting the mansion, if 
only he had not brought this up. He could never tell what this girl was 
thinking, but she did express her emotions in some ways. 


Right now, she was shaking her head in negation, just as a little child would 
do. “Captain, I will not let you die,” she said as if spitting out painfully. 


No one could tell when it would come. Having the not-so-far future 
predicted to her, even though it was still a few ways ahead, the girl in front 
of him fell into desperation. Although she had never said that she was 
“scared” in any of her missions, she was shaking with unease today — the 
day on which she was granted her last home by her Lord. 


The property was worth quite a sum. It was a reward bestowed upon her 
after an era of conflict had passed. 


She should be happy about it, but was not. 


Goods and money. They were in far too low a position in her book. After 
all, they could not alleviate her loneliness. She could not use them as proof 
of her existence. They would not give her orders. 


Therefore, she preferred him over them. She was that kind of wild beast. 


In the end, she was incomplete in some aspects as a human being, and if 
one had to say it, she was more like a machine. And also a monster who did 
not know love. 


“T shall eliminate all of your enemies.” 


She did not understand that what Dietfried was attempting to give her now 
was love. 


The beast’s Lord laughed. “We’re talking about lifespan here.” 


His hand reached out. He patted the girl’s head in a natural manner. It was 
the same as soothing a frightened animal. In the past, it would not have 
even occurred to him. The thought of caressing this monstrosity. 


“T shall fight your lifespan as well.” 


“Tt really feels like you could pull it off when you say that and it’s 
terrifying.” 


“T can.” 


“Don’t say stupidities. Think about life expectancy. There are things that 
can’t be helped even if you put effort into them.” While making a fool out 
of her, Dietfried crinkled his eyes, looking vaguely happy. “But, well, when 
I think that you’re gonna take care of me, it seems pretty fun, so it’s 
something I’m looking forward to.” 


“Tt will not be fun.” The girl’s voice had a ting of quiver in it. 


He was making her sad. Despite knowing this, Dietfried continued 
speaking, “I’m delighted.” 


The girl crumbled down at the words he proffered. 

“Cause you were always getting the better of me.” 

The number of people and instances that could disrupt her was limited. 

“T wanna make you cry in my last moments and then die.” 

In short, being able to do that was in itself a proof of being important to her. 


Dietfried was a helplessly complicated and warped man, but his feelings ran 
deep. 


The hand that had been patting her head was now moving toward the eyes 
that had begun to overflow with tears. He scooped the teardrops with his 
fingers, but did not make it in time. The production of the droplets was 
faster than him. 


“Tf you don’t want me to get the better of you, then show me a smile at least 
when you look after me.” 


He spent a moment wiping the girl’s tears away, but seeing that they were 
still not stopping, Dietfried deliberately took out his notebook from his 
suitcase. In order to show the old notebook to the girl, he opened it on top 
of both their knees. 


“What would this be?” 


“Options for your name.” 

“My?” 

“You forgot ‘cause you’re an idiot, huh? You don’t have a name.” 
“T have ‘Undine’...” 

“That’s nothing but an alias to praise you for your military deeds.” 


Dietfried flipped the pages. There were lists of well-thought-out names 
written on many, many of them. 


Seeing this made the girl’s tears stop completely. With a rare aspect of 
excitement to her, she ultimately began flipping the pages herself. 


The last page had a single name with a large circle around it. That was the 
name of a flower. 


“Captain.” The girl looked up at Dietfried. 


When she did so, Dietfried pointed towards the garden, which at present 
time had morphed into untended flowerbeds. “Looks like that one’s it. Your 
flower.” 


“My flower...” 


“T’ll also plant bougainvilleas. ‘Cause it’s my flower. In the end, after much 
indecision, I picked this one. When I visited this house, I could picture you 
standing among those flowers. So I thought I could just go with that 
already. Sounds good even if you add our surname to it. Not bad, right?” 
Dietfried’s handsome face came close to the girl’s. And so, he whispered 
from a close distance, as if to poke fun at her, “Linaria Bougainvillea.” 


The name pronounced with such a pretty ring to it rapidly melted away into 
the girl. 


Linaria. A beautiful flower. Combined with the flower of the ancient and 
honorable Bougainvillea household, the name was like a bouquet. 


A bond that would have been unthinkable before had certainly been born 
between the two. Her name seemed to embody that. 


“*Linaria’...” 
“Horrible pronunciation; say it again.” 
“*Tinaria’ — Linaria Bougainvillea is my name.” 


Tears wound up heavily overflowing from the girl’s eyes again. Seeing this, 
Dietfried laughed, looking delighted once again. 


“T do not know what to give you in return for granting me a home and a 
name.” 


“Don’t misunderstand. I’m notifying you of lifetime employment without 
checking if you’re willing.” 


“Yessir.” 
“You won’t be allowed to quit on your own.” 
“Yessir.” 


“This is a warning for you to never that I’m your Lord. Got it? It ain’t out of 
kindness.” 


“T am happy about that warning.” 

“That’s how you are. A hassle of a woman.” 
“T take after my Lord.” 

“You really learned how to talk back, huh.” 


“Lord Dietfried, you made me like this. I am a wild beast. I change 
according to how my Lord acts.” 


“You mean I have a strong influence?” 


“A tremendous influence. Therefore, please live a long life and continue 
being my Lord,” the beast cried. 


“T’11 make an effort.” 


Watching the girl stroke the name written on the notebook, Dietfried found 
himself thinking. For how many years would he be able to look at her, he 
wondered. He had to make an effort to find people whom he could entrust 
her to after he died. Her shackles would elapse unless he provided her with 
a friend or two. Perhaps he should make her quit the military, but what else 
could she do? All sorts of thoughts crossed his mind and then disappeared. 





Not yet. 


He was unable to sort out his thoughts. For now, he wanted to stay like this, 
comforting the weeping beast. To savor the moments when he was needed. 


Dietfried Bougainvillea’s way of expressing love was awfully inept. 


“Linaria, even if you die lonely by any chance, with this, we’ll be together 
in the grave.” 


This is the story of a love that perhaps could have happened. 
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Erase the loneliness from this world, even if just for an instant. 
Letters brought happiness to those who received them. 


The fact that the other person had chosen those words for them. The time 
spent carefully selecting the stationery and envelopes. Even the moment of 
going to the post office to send the mail was endearing. Letters were already 
special just for existing. 


These special somethings were delivered nearly every day to “our” home. 


Envelopes with wax seals bearing the venerable crest of a royal clan. 
Delicate and beautiful stationery most likely chosen with the person’s 
character in mind. Even letters penned by children who had apparently just 
learned how to write. 


“This one was sent by Lady Charlotte from Fluegel. I once ghostwrote love 
letters on her behalf...” 


“T’ve heard about it. If I’m not mistaken, wasn’t she from a royal family?” 
“Yes, she has now become a queen.” 


“You have an incredible circle of acquaintances.” 


Most of them were letters addressed to her, who lived with me. 


“This one is yet another new volume by Mr. Oscar, the novelist, along with 
a letter.” 


“That one makes me happy. I like his books too.” 


“It seems his work has been turned into a stage play, so there are theater 
tickets inside. One is for you, Major.” 


“T’m so grateful. Shall we go watch it?” 
“The thank-you letter to him will have our joint signature.” 


The age range of the senders was broad and they were probably divided 
almost equally in gender. 


“Ms. Taylor’s handwriting... is better than before.” 


“True. She also wrote the street name properly. Wasn’t there someone else 
named Bartlett among your pen pals...? No, was it ‘York’?” 


“Yes. We make sure to exchange letters during the change of seasons.” 


Perhaps it was more unusual for us to have days when there were no letters 
in the mailbox. This was proof that she had been sharing wonderful times 
with people in the life she treaded. I was sometimes envious of that, but for 
the most part, I felt proud. It gave me the actual feeling that my significant 
other was loved by many people. 


“Major, I will be going to my room to write reply letters.” 
“Aah, take your time.” 
That was basically what I thought. 


However, I found myself curious about the people she frequently exchanged 
letters with and, sometimes, when I saw her — someone whose facial 
expressions rarely changed — happily receiving the mail, I would end up 


wondering what her relationship with the other person was. I made sure not 
to bother her whenever she was writing letters, so I would also sometimes 
silently stare at the closed door, praying for her to finish it quickly. 


In short, I was a little bit jealous of her letters. 


There were twists and turns between us until we reunited and it had taken 
us a quite a while to live under the same roof like this. The time we spent 
not knowing what the other was doing had been long. 


And one of the reasons for said twists and turns was that I had stayed away 
from her because I loved her so much, so I couldn’t just talk to her about 
the relationships that I had cultivated during my absence. I wasn’t that 
shameless. 


Therefore, I also didn’t say anything when a letter from a young explorer 
arrived at the end of a certain summer. 


“This one was sent by Master Leon Stephanotis from Iustitia.” 


Having come from the place where the famous Shahar Astrological 
Observatory was located, the letter was apparently from one of her former 
clients. It seemed she had become able to name the stars when looking at 
the sky due to his influence. 


“He writes about his adventures during his travels and stories involving 
stars. He was once based at the Shahar Observatory, but he is currently 
journeying around the world and excavating literary works.” 


“That’s amazing. What kind of person is he?” 
“A gentle one.” 
That was a rare word for her to use. 


“*Gentle’...” 


“He would ask me if I was cold when we were looking up and the night sky. 
That kind of person.” 


Surely, the two of them had had a wonderful time together. She cherished 
that memory. She didn’t often call anything “fun”, so there was no 
mistaking that this had been a particularly “fun” time in her life. 


“T see; he’s a wonderful person, huh.” 


“Yes, he gave me deep lessons about stars. Iustitia is a wonderful place as 
well, Major, so I would like to take you there one day. Do you have any 
interest in observing the stars of the night sky...?” 


“T do know the names of some stars. That being said, though, I only know 
the really famous ones.” 


When I said this, she slowly broke into a smile. “So Major, the stars pique 
your interest as well, right?” she said, bringing the letter to her chest as if to 
hug it. 

“You like the stars?” 


“Yes. Because the sky goes on.” 


“Aah, that’s right.” I felt that the conversation was a little cross-purpose, but 
for the time being, I just nodded. 


— Speaking of which, she often tells me the names of the stars when we 
walk around the streets at night. 


Once again, I had learned about one more thing she liked. My beloved was 
fond of the stars. 


“So I have a field of interest in common with you, Major. What an honor.” 


Seeing her smiling immediately extinguished the tiny flame of jealousy in 
me. She was pleased. That was a good thing. 


“Tt’s an honor for me too. By the way, you report to me whenever a letter 
arrives... If there’s anything that you want to keep secret, you can.” 


“Major, there is nothing that I want to keep a secret from you.” 


“Ts that so?” 


It was as if I made her say that. But she wasn’t one to lie, so it was most 
certainly the truth. While savoring that happiness, as if I were saying it to 
myself, I decided that I, too, should be honest with her. 


“IT report back to you... because I hoped to share with you at least a little 
bit... of everything I have seen and felt, as well as all my memories with the 
people I have met.” 


I was genuinely surprised to hear those words. After all, I had been 
completely convinced that her reporting any and everything was a remnant 
of her time in the military. 





So she was trying to share her memories with me? 


“The places you’ve been to, the people you’ve met, what you’ve felt, the 
stories you’ve witnessed... I also have interest in those things. Thank you; 
you’ve been trying to tell me about them, right?” 


She nodded in agreement. The way she bobbed her head like a child was the 
same as in the past. 


However, in the past, her trying to convey her feelings and experiences to 
someone else was something unthinkable. She used to the kind of girl who 
would stay silent the whole time if left alone, so she would not say anything 
if she was hungry, and if she injured herself, she would not even say that it 
hurt. 


She was just nothing but a machine-like girl soldier who handled the 
matters in front of her. 


“Was it not unpleasant to you...?” No longer that girl soldier, she looked my 
way as if testing the waters a little. 


My hand reached out automatically. 


“No way, I’m so happy... I see; so that’s what you felt when telling me those 
things...” I caressed her head, and just like that, I smoothly entwined her 


hair around my fingers. Her beautiful hair was like waves of gold. 
“T was... Did I do... something bad?” 


Perhaps I was treating her too much like a child, stroking the head of 
someone who had become such a praiseworthy young woman, but I found 
myself doing it accidentally. I hadn’t been able to do it much back when she 
was a wounded wild beast. 


The two of us were already adults, but maybe we were attempting to fill up 
the gaping, open holes in our hearts with something. And we wished for the 
other to forgive this action. 


“Tt’s nothing bad; not at all.” 


Earning forgiveness made us feel relieved. “It’s still okay for me to live by 
this person’s side,” we would think. It might be an exaggeration, but 
receiving a positive feedback from a loved one could have that much of an 
effect. 


“T’ll be happy if you keep doing that from now on too. I’ll do the same as 
well. That’s right... didn’t you have stationery and envelopes with stars 
drawn on them?” 


“I do.” 


“How about you write the reply on that? If he’s from Shahar, he would be 
pleased with it, right?” 


Her golden eyelashes swayed, blue eyes shining. “What a great idea. He 
will surely be pleased. Thank you very much, Major.” 


“Not at all. Thank you, too, for sharing these wonderful letters with me.” 


In that moment, her innocent feelings purified my jealousy. Such unsightly 
jealousy was something that had never happened to me. 


I managed to end the matter without showing any ounce of sign that I was 
envious of the adventurer. However, my anguish didn’t end there. I would 


find her rereading the letter from Mr. Leon Stephanotis countless times after 
that. 


I didn’t think anything of it in particular on the first time. I concluded she 
was thinking about how to reply to it or something like that. 


On the second time, I was impressed, assuming that its contents must be 
exceptionally good. 


On the third time, as expected, I inquired, “Staring at that letter again?” 


Perhaps because I had asked with an expression mixed with complicated 
feelings, after briefly making a thinkative-looking face, she answered with 
an attitude that denounced she had chosen her words meticulously, “Yes, I 
want to read it enough to memorize it.” 


And threw me deeper into a whirlpool of confusion. 
““Enough to memorize it’?” 
“Yes, enough to memorize it.” 


Was there such a way of reading a letter? 





I’ve also read the letters I got from her after we reunited so often that I 
memorized them. 


So did that mean she had these same feelings and passion towards the letter 
from Mr. Leon Stephanotis? 


What was written in there? As expected, even I would be curious about that. 


If I wasn’t mistaken, she had said it was about his adventures and the stars. 
Was it accompanied by an awe-inspiring poem or something of the sort? 
But her face when she was reading it wasn’t the face of someone whose 
heart had been touched by art. How should I put it? She’d make a face like 
she was studying academics. 


Unable to make sense of it, I spent a few days with her enraptured by the 
letter. 


“Major, requesting permission to go outside late at night today. May I go 
observe a comet?” 


The clarification for the mystery came surprisingly fast. After all, my 
darling asked me this question right after I woke up in the morning, 
carrying a luggage that made her look like she was going to do mountain 
climbing. At first, I thought she was going to take part in a military march 
or something. 


““Comet’?” 


As I had just woken up, my head wasn’t working well. This was also 
because I had seen her reading Mr. Leon Stephanotis’s letter right before 
going to bed, so I hadn’t been able to sleep. 


Why was she doing that even before falling asleep? And why bring it to our 
bedroom? 


“Yes, Master Leon predicted that I should be able to see it if the sky 
happened to be clear today. He wrote in detail about what kind of hill I 
should look for and what I need to take with me... in case I go out to 
observe the comet,” she informed in a slightly excited manner, unaware of 
my feelings. Her voice was stronger than usual. 


Silence. 


“May I go?” There was no need to request my consent, yet she asked the 
same thing once more. 


I was finally digesting the course of events. 
“So you were... making plans to view a comet...?” 


She had been studying. Learning the teachings of someone whom she 
revered as a mentor regarding the stars. 


“Yes. Fortunately, the weather appears to be clear today. If it continues like 
this until nighttime, it will be possible to see the comet through naked eye. I 
have prepared myself for it.” 


That was probably what the heavy-looking baggage in her hands was for. 
Embarrassed of myself, I covered my face with my hands. 

“Major?” 

“Of course, you’re free to do as you please...” 

“Thank you very much, Major.” Her voice was lively. 


She had been making preparations all this time until today because she 
wanted to see the stars. She was a pure-hearted person. What a fool I was. 


That would mean I had been jealous because of an utterly wrong 
assumption. 


“You’ll be doing it at night, right? Leave those bags on the floor for now...” 
“Yes, Major.” 


I apologized to Mr. Leon Stephanotis countless times in my head. His 
relationship with her was sound, and I was the one in the wrong for my 
unjust suspicions. If any letters from him happened to come again in the 
future, I would send him a fine wine together with the reply. 


“Major, your face looks reddish. Is something the matter?” 
“No, it’s nothing...” 

“My goodness. You have a fever...” 

——That’s not it, my sweetheart. 


“I’m okay. More importantly, we don’t have a telescope. Shall we go to the 
city to buy one?” She hadn’t yet checked the temperature of my head, but I 


made sure to look directly at her. I whispered this in intervals after peeling 
her hand off my face. I wanted to help her have fun, even if just a little. 


“No, telescopes are expensive.” She shook her head. 
“Comets aren’t something we see often, are they?” 


“This comet is named Comet Fin, and apparently, it can be viewed every 
twelve years.” 


“Twelve years, huh...” 


——TIf she and I manage to stay healthy and not get any diseases until 
then... 


They would be able to see it again. But this was up to fate, so one could not 
be too sure. 


“As I thought, let’s buy a telescope. If you’d like, may I accompany you on 
that adventure of yours?” 


She didn’t immediately shake her head at the suggestion. 

“Tt is extremely flattering, Major, that you would give me your precious 
time... so if it happens to pique your interest, by all means, please come 
along.” 


It seemed she had wanted to go with me. 


“There’s no time more precious to me than the time I spend with you. I 
have to pack my own bags too...” 


“Actually... [have prepared baggage for two.” 
“Is that so? That’s a great help.” 
Silence. 


“What’s wrong?” 


“From the very beginning... I had high expectations that you would join 
me.” She looked down. Her cheeks were usually rosy against her white 
skin, but now they were dyed vermillion. “That is fine because you readily 
agreed...” 


She was acting uncharacteristically shy. 


“T am embarrassed at myself for jumping to conclusions, although it is too 
late for that.” 


“Tt’s not embarrassing.” 
“No, it was foolish of me. And I regret basking in your kindness.” 


“You don’t have to. I’m happy. Besides, you were looking forward to 
viewing this comet, right?” 


“Yes. In the past, I was taught about comets by Master Leon and saw one 
for the first time. If I were able to see a comet again in my lifetime, I 
wanted to, at all costs.” 


“T see; I’m looking forward to it. It makes me happy that you wanted to see 
a comet with me.” I smiled at her. 


This time, she was the one who covered her face with her hands. Her 
prosthetics squeaked. 


I caressed her head and waited for her blush to subside. 


Eventually, she lowered her hands and spoke resolutely, “Now that it’s 
come to this, Major, I shall be your escort so that you will most certainly 
enjoy yourself.” 


“Escorting at night is my duty,” I whispered as if to lecture her. 


In the end, while it was still daytime, we purchased a telescope covered in 
dust, sleeping at the back of a general store in the city, and readied 
ourselves for the night. As if listening to her wish, the day went by with the 
sky still clear, and in due course, the amber of it turned into nightfall. 


The two of us went out together at the time when we usually would be 
getting ready to sleep. With the sky like that, it would be possible to view 
the comet even from our home, but apparently, Mr. Stephanotis wrote in the 
letter that it was best to do it in a place with no roof, so we headed to a 
small hill nearby. 


Come to think of it, we might have never had this kind of nighttime fun 
together. Unbecoming of my age, I was elated. 


We were now going to observe a comet. That was all there was to it, yet I 
was so excited, as if I had gone back to being a boy. I had the feeling that 
she was in high spirits too. 


“Major, I can hold the bags.” 
“Nope, I want to hold them myself.” 
“But I am not holding anything.” 


I walked on, having stolen all of the bags from her even though she wanted 
to hold them. When I looked up at the sky, the Moon was shining brightly. 


“Then hold my empty hand. And then you can take the lead. You’re the one 
who decided on the destination, after all,” I said while offering my hand to 
her. 


“But then would you not be the only one at disadvantage and I the only one 
who will be ‘happy’?” 


“Holding your hand as we walk is something that makes me ‘happy’. It’s no 
disadvantage. Carrying my significant other’s belongings makes me happy, 
too. I wouldn’t be able to do it without you here, after all.” 


She held my hand as if resigning. “I understand. The road is dangerous at 
night. I shall watch your step.” 


“Thanks; please do that.” 


In the end, she did wind up escorting me, but she let me carry the bags, so it 
was Okay. She was courteous to an extent that, if left to her own will, she 
would treat even me like a princess, so if I weren’t this insistent, she would 
end up doing everything by herself. 


I was deeply moved by that. After all, it reminded me of her past self. 





You’ve become capable of doing anything by yourself, huh. 


I had created situations that would enable her for this. 





And yet, the two of us are together now. 
I had wished for that. 
—I’m a fool. 


While walking, I tightly squeezed her hand, which was devoid of body heat. 
I couldn’t fathom letting go of it anymore. 


Once we reached the small hill, we found that there was a number of groups 
of people with telescopes other than ourselves. As it was nighttime, we 


greeted one another silently. 


“T have laid sheets here, so please take a seat. This is not a cold night, but 
the wind is blowing, hence I have brought lap blankets as well.” 


“Got it. Come over here.” 
“Over there?” 


After having her sit down, I also sat in a way that I was covering her up 
from behind. By doing that, we could nuzzle just right. 


“Lean closer if your neck starts hurting.” 
Silence. 


“Actually, you can lean closer already.” 


When I gently pulled her shoulder, she entrusted her head to my chest in an 
uncomfortable manner. 


“Making my Lord into a chair... and leaning against him is...” 


“1’m no longer your Lord, and it’s nature’s providence that the big ones 
make sure to protect the little ones because of their difference in physique.” 


“Nature’s providence...” 
“Nature’s providence.” 


She didn’t seem very convinced, but the words “nature’s providence” 
appeared to have worked. No matter how much time passed, she would 
always have a wild beast-like side to her in some respect, so using down-to- 
earth reasoning when negotiating with her was rather effective. 


“Ts it all right to let you spoil me, Major, if it is nature’s providence?” 


I stroked her head without a care in the world. This position was nice 
because it was easy to do that. 


“T want to spoil you even when there’s no reason for it.” When I said this, 
she entrusted to me even more of her body weight than earlier. I smiled. 


We wouldn’t be able to do this during the day out of concern for people’s 
stares, but it was nighttime now. And she couldn’t see that my face was red. 
Good thing that it was night. 


“Gives a strange feeling, doesn’t it?” I whispered while gazing up at the 
sky. “Is Mr. Stephanotis looking at the same sky, since he told you about the 
comet?” 


“Yes, I believe that he is sure to be watching it from that enormous 
observatory.” 


I also cast my eye at the other groups of people, of which I could only 
somewhat discern the positions in the darkness. “Same goes for them. 
We’ve been linked just by the information that a comet would pass by 


today. It gives me such a whimsical feeling that all of us have been treading 
different lives, and yet we’re looking at the sky tonight with the same goal.” 


Should I call it an odd sense of sorority? 


Illuminated by moonlight amidst the nightly darkness, she smiled. “The sky 
goes on, after all.” 


I had once heard this phrase, I thought. “You said that before too.” 


“Yes. No matter where I go, the sky continues on. When I was not able to 
see you, I sometimes thought that, even if we could not watch the passage 
of the seasons together, we might be looking at the same night sky. I was 
granted this kind of thinking because Master Leon taught me about 
astronomical observation.” 

Silence. 

“Perhaps, Major, the people you know are also looking at the sky now.” 
“Brother probably isn’t.” 

“T wonder. He often used to look up at the sky from the deck of his ship.” 
“Ts that so?” 


“Yes. He is fond of beautiful things.” 


We continued having a random conversation while waiting for Comet Fin, 
which began to emerge little by little. 


“The people who sent you letters might be looking at it too.” 


And then, we would find ourselves imagining. About how people from 
other places, who had once crossed paths with us but were now living 
different lives, were spending this night. 


“They might be.” 


The princess who had married off to a forest kingdom far away. The 
novelist who was living a slightly lonely life while wishing to maintain his 
reputation. The sisters who used to live together in the past. 

“Yes, they might be, Major.” 

They were all under the same starry sky. 


“Tt seems people say that there’s romance to this.” 


By the looks of it, Mr. Leon Stephanotis was quite a good teacher to Violet. 
As expected, I ended up getting jealous. 


“Major.” 
“What is it...?” 


Even though she had been finally looking up at the night sky, she turned 
back towards me. Her blue eyes gleamed blazingly even in the darkness. 


“T am spending this time with you right now. Just the two of us.” 

Back when we first met, I was terrified of them. 

“Yeah.” 

“Still... I suddenly find myself missing you. More than when I am alone.” 


I used to be scared of that small living being. Because I could tell that she 
had been brought up in a chaotic place and knew that a bite from her could 
easily kill me. 


“T am by your side and you are even sharing your warmth with me, yet this 
makes me feel lonely all of a sudden.” 


But I couldn’t let go of her. This was what the footsteps chasing after me 
and the ragged sounds of her breathing made had me think. That it was 
okay if she killed me one day, but I had to create a place for this tiny wild 
beast to belong, as well as protect her. 


“T was wondering why.” 
And with time, I would begin to curse myself. 


We snuggled up to one another in order to make up for the parts that were 
missing in each of us, which was grave and wrong, so no matter how 
precious and dear she was to me, I was never allowed to say it aloud. 
Because I was the one who had created this relationship between us. 


“As expected... the time when I could not see you was torture for me.” 
It would be best if we were separated, for all eternity. 


“When I do things that fill it up... my ‘loneliness’ softens just slightly, like 
the calmness of the sea.” 


The truth was that even our present might be a mistake. 


And yet, we were by each other’s side. Even if other people told us that it 
was a mistake, we wouldn’t stop. 


We were going to nestle up to each other until death. 
“Major, are you not a little lonely right now?” 


This might be a bizarre relationship. The truth was that there might have 
been different lives for each of us. 


“If we continue spending time together like this, will there be a day when I 
will no longer feel lonely?” 


But even if we were to start over, I would surely choose this path. 


“Violet.” 





Because there’s no meaning in a life without you. 


“It'll be hard for that day to come,” I whispered words that could be 
considered a little mean to my violet blossom. “We’re lonely creatures by 


nature.” 


After showing an enigmatic-looking expression, she recited my words, 
“Lonely creatures’...” The way she whispered the sentence sounded like 
she was digesting it. It felt like she had frozen up just from saying the word 
“lonely”, so I embraced her in order to make her warm. Letting me do as I 
pleased, she said, “Is that just you and I?” 


“No +) 


———If there were just you and I in the world, we wouldn’t have anything to 
worry about. 


“Must be like that with everyone. Especially in the presence of their 
significant others... they get lonely even though they’re happy. It’s such a 
weird thing.” 


“They feel lonely because they are in love?” 


“That’s right. Yet loneliness, too, will diminish if we keep having this kind 
of contact with each other.” 


“But it won’t disappear, will it? Major, do you... also feel lonely when you 
are with me?” 


“T do.” 

——I feel lonely all the time, Violet. It’s exactly because I’m in love with 
you that your every move makes me miss you. But I’m sure that’s what being 
in love is. 

“Then I want us to feel lonely together forever.” 


Violet’s words made me laugh. She was an optimist. 


“Right. I feel like I’ll be missing you even after I turn into a wrinkly 
grandpa.” 


“T shall deal with it.” 


“How’re you gonna do that?” 
“However you wish...” 


I placed my forehead on hers. She seemed to understand what I wanted to 
do by that. 


“My apologies, I am still unused to it, but...” Albeit displaying a shy 
attitude, she brought her face closer. 


The comet was soon to appear. Before it did, we should be allowed to do 
this, if just for a little bit. 


——That’s why, my dear, I want you not to look at the stars, just for the 
time being. Even if this is a special comet that we might not get to see in 
twelve years, just for now, look at me. This memory will repeat itself in our 
heads for eternity. 


My chest felt like it was being squeezed. 





Aah, Violet. You were right; how lonesome this is. As long as I’m 
bound to you, I’ll feel as lonely as can be. 


“Major... are you no longer feeling lonely?” 





Even though you’re already a flower that belongs to me only, I miss 
you. 


“Still not enough...” 





No matter if I’m imagining the future or looking back into the past, or 
even in the present time, I suffer, because I’m in love with you. 


“But the comet is...” 
“The comet can wait.” 


“Tt cannot.” 


“Tt can. Just one more time.” 


Please. I want this pain to be gone. Close your eyes just for now, 
Violet. Because I want to erase our “loneliness”. 


